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PROLOGUE. 


— 


Spoken by Mx. Fawekrr. 


Enter, driving a boy acroſs the ſtage. 
Auur, 'Sbhod! Run for the author ! We can ds nothing 


till be appears. 


Tell him in leſt than free minutes wwe ſhall have the banſe 
about our car 
(To the aillicace) 


Oh Sirs! The prompler has miſlaid the prolgue, and we are 
all a mort. 


T ſuppoſe our friends above yonder will ſoon be making pretty 


rt / 


For fity's ee, fo ſaffer us to go on without it—Goed, dear Sirs, 


Toa — abominably dull Zounds ! There Hands the auri- 
ter. Well! It's very true, 

One of our ti tum ti heroes was to have Malen it, who mere 
out nonſenſe hy the yard; 

Aud * boße was you'd make too much noiſe fort to be 

caril. 

T he author had mounted on the ſtilts of oratory and elention ? 

Net but he had a ſmart touch or tauo, about Piland, Frances 
and the=-the revolution ; 

Telling us that Frenchman, and Poli at, and every man is 
our brother : 

And that all men, ay, even poor negro men, have a right to 
be free; one as well as another ! 


Freedom at length, ſaid he, like a torrent is ſpreading and, ſwell: 


ing, 
To ſweep j Pf pride and reach the moſt miſerable dwelling : 
To caſe, bappineſs, art, ſcience, wit, and genius to give birth ; 
Ay, to fertilize a world, and renovate old earth ! A 
Thus he went on, not mentioning a word about the play; 
Fer he ſays prologues are blots, which ought to be wiped anvay; | 
Bz I Gothic 
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4 PROLOGUE. 


A Gothic practice, and, in ſpite of precedent, not the better for 


being old; 
For, if wwe tell any part of the plot, it thenbecomes a tale twice 
told; 


And ſuch twice telling can rarely once excite our wonder : 
Ergo, he that ſays nothing is leaſt likely to blunder. 
Since therefore prologues are bad things at beſt, pray, my goed 


riends, 
Never mind the want of one, but live in hopes the play will 
make amends. Exit. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


MEN 
Mr, Dornton . Mr. Muxprx. 
Harry Dornto n Mr. Hor ux. 


Mr. Sulky, .. +++ Mr. WILSON, 
Mr. Silky, .....-.-.- +++ ++ Mr. Quick. 
r 1 7 7A 


Mr. Milford... ener. 
h „eee rr. 
a ene 
ä . Mr. ThomesoN, 
Jaco, cooonco 525555 00+ 0d Nike NEED. 

Waiter, 

Clerks. 

Servants. 

Poſtillions. 

Tradeſmen. 


Tennis Markers, &c. 


WOMEN. 


Mrs. Warren. Mrs. Mar rocks. 
Sophia 44 Mrs. MERRY. 
Jenn 4 4 4 Eà˖k Mrs. HARLOWE, 
&irs. Ledger... . +++ Mrs, POWLLL, 
Milliner. | 
Manteau- maker. 


SCENE, London, Time not twenty-four hours. 


— 


THE 
ROAD TO RUIN. 


- --- 


ACT. I. 


SCENE I. The Horſe of Dornton, 
Mr. Dornton alone, 


Pasr two o'clock and not yet returned !..Well, wel 
Ilt's my own fault !—Mr, Smith! 


Enter Mr. . 


Mr. Smith. Sir. 

Dornton, Is Mr. Sulky come in? 

Mr. Smith. No, Sir. 

Darnton. Are you ſore Harry Dornton wo he ſhould 
return to-night ? 

Mr. Smith. Yes, Sir. 

Dornton, And you don't know where he is gone? 

Mr. Smith. He did not tell me, Sir. 

Dornton. ( Angrily ) J aſk if you know! 

Mr. Smith. [believe to Newmarket, Sir. 

Darnton. You always believe the worſt !-—F'll fit up no 
longer—Tell the ſervants to go to bed—And do you hear, 
ſhould he apply to you for money, don” t let him have a 
guinea, 

Mr. Smith. Very well, Sir. 

_ Dornten. [ have done with him; he is henceforth no ſon 
of mine! Let him ſtarve! 

B 3 
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Myr. Smith. He acts 1 Sir, indeed. 
Veruten. Improperly! How ? What does he do? 


'£ Alarmed, 
Me. Smith. Sir! 
Dernton, Have you heard any thing of 
Mr. Smith, (Confuſed) No=No, Sir—-Nothing—No- 
thing but what you yourſelf tell me. | 

#2ornton. Then how do you know he has acted im- 
properly ? >, 

Mr. Smith, He is certainly a very good-hearted young - 
gentleman, Sir. : 
Dornion, Good-hearted! How dare you make ſuch an 
allet lion? 

Mr. Smith, Sit! 

Deren. How dare you, Mr. Smith, inſult me fo? 1s 
not his paming notorious 3 his racing, driving, riding, 
294 eſſociating with knaves, fools, debauchees, and bla 


28 


Mr. Smith, Upon 

Dornen. But it's over! His name has this very day been 
firuck out of the firm ! Let his drafts be returned. It's all 
ended! ¶ Poffinately) And, obſerve, not a guinea ! If you 
lend kim any yourfelf l' not pay you. ril no longer be 
a fond doting father ! Therefore take warning! Take 
warning, I fay ! Be his diſtreſs what it will, not a guinea! 
Though you ſhould hereafter fee him begging, ſtarving in 
the ſtreets, not fo much as the loan or the gift of a fingle 
guinea! Mb great paſſun. 
Mr. Smith.] ſhall be careful to obſerve your orders, Sir. 
Dornton. Sir! (Terror) Why, would you fee him ftarve? 
— Would you ſee him ſtarve and not lend him a guinea ? 
Would you, Sir? Would you? 

Mr. Smith, Sir!—Certainly not, except in obedience to 
your orders! 

Dornton. ( Amazement and compaſſion} And could any 
orders juſtify your ſeeing a poor unfortunate youth, re- 
jected by his father, abandoned by his friends, ftarving 
to death ? | 
Mr, Smith, There is no danger of that, Sir. 
Dornton. 1 tell you the thing ſhall happen! He ſhall 
ſtarve to death! /Ho#ror at the ſuppoſition) I'll never look 
an him more as, a ſon of mine; and I am very 2 
When. 
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when I have forſaken him, all the world will forſake bim 
too. ( Almoſt in tears.) Ves, yes! He is born to be a poor 
wretched outcaſt! 

Mr. Smith, J hope. Sir, he ſtill will make a 1 man. 

Dornton, Will! — There is not a finer, band ſomer, nobler 
looking youth in the kingdom; no not in the Wworla! 
Mr. Smith, I mean a worthy good man, dirt. 

Dornton, How can you mean any ſuch thing ? 'The com- 
pany he keeps would corrupt a faint. 

Mr. Smith. Sir, if you will only tell me what your plea- 
ſure is, I will endeavour to act like a faithful ſervant. 

Dorntan. I know you are a faithful ſervant, Mr, Smith. 

—T akes his hand) 1 KNOW you are But 5 ou ate 
not a father. 


Enter Mr. 2 and Mr. Smith goes ef. 


Dorn, Well, Mr. Sulky, have you heard any thing 
of him ? . 

Sully. Ves. 

3 And, hay —? / — impatient) Any thing 
conſoling, any thing good ? 


Sulky, No. 

Derates. No? No, Jay youl—-Where i is he? What is 
he about? 

Sully. I don't know, 

Dornton. Don't? You love to torture me, Sir! You 
love to torture me, 

Su/ky, Humph. 

Doruton, For heaven's ſake tell me what you have heard 5 

Sully. ] love to torture you! 

Dornton. Put me out of my pain ! If you are not a tiger, 
put me out of my pain! 

Sulky, ( Reluctaniſy drawing a newſpaper out of his pocket.) 
There; read! 

Dornton, Dead ! 

S$ulky. Worſe. 

Dzrnton. Mercy defend me! --Where ? What ?. 

 Sulky, The firſt paragraph in the poſtſcript : the begin- 
ning line in capitals. 

Dornton.. { Reads) * The junior partner of the great 
banking houſe, not a mile from the Poſt-office, Las 

B 4 again 


8 THE ROAD TO RUIN, 


again been touched at Newmarket, for upward of ten 
* thouſand pounds'——{Pazfe} It can't be! 

Sulky. Humph. 

Dornton. Why, can it? 

Sulky. Ves. | 

Dornten. How do you know? What proof have you 
that this is not a lie? 

Sulty, His own hand-writing, 

Daornton. How! 


Sully. Bills at three days ſight to the full amount have 


already been preſented. 

Daornton, And accepted? 

Sully. Yes. : 

Dornton, But!—Why!—Were you mad, Mr, Sulky ? 
- Were you mad? 

Sully. I ſoon ſhall be. 

Dornton. Is not his name ſtruck off the firm? 

Sulky, They were dated two days before, 

Deornton, Ihe credit of my houſe begins to totter! 

Sulky, Well it may! 

Dornton. What the effect of ſuch a paragraph may be I 
cannot tell ! | 

Sulky, I can—Ruin, 

Deornton, Are you ſerious, Sir? 

Sully. I am not inclined to laugh—A run againſt the 
houſe, ſtoppage, diſgrace, bankruptcy, 

Dornton. Really, Mr. Sulky, you 

Sulky. Yes, I know I offend, I was bred in your houſe, 
you uſed me tenderly, I ſerved you faithfully, and you ad- 
mitted me a partner, Don't think I care for myſelf, No. 
I can fit at the deſk again. But you! You! Firſt man of 
the firſt commercial city on earth, your name in the Ga- 
zette? Were it mine only I would laugh at it, What am I? 
Who cares for me? 

Dornton, Where is the ville? 

Sully. Who can tell? With his lords and his ladies? 
his court friends and his Newmarket friends; his women 
of wit and his men of ſoul; his blue ſtockings and his black 
legs! 5 


Doruton. (Calling) Mr. Smith! — Thomas !— William! 


Enter 


* 
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Enter Mr. Smith. 


Call all the ſervants together, Mr. Smith; clerks, foot- 
men, maids, every ſoul! Tell them their young maſter 1s 
a ſcoundrel ! „ 

Mr. Smith, Very well, Sir. | | 

Doruton. Sir? — / His anger recurring Bid them ſhut the 
door in his face! I'll turn the firſt away that lets him fer 
foot in this houſe ever. again ! | 

Mr. Smith. Very well, Sir. | 

Dornuton. Very well, Sir? Damn your very well, Sir! 
I tell you it is not very well, Sir. He ſhall ſtarve, die, 
rot in the ſtreet! Is that very well, Sir? 

\ - [Excunt Mr. Dornton and Mr. Smith. 

Sully. He has a noble heart, A fond father's heart. 
The boy was a fine youth But he ſpoiled him; and now 
he quarrels with himſelf and all the world, becauſe he hates- 
his own folly, / Diſtant knocking heard at the ftreet door. 
So! Here is the youth returned. [ Knocking. agair. 


Euter Mr, Dornton, foll:=eed fy Servants. 


Dorulon. Don't ſtir! On your lives, don't go to the 
door! Are the bolts and locks all faſtened ?* 

Servants, All, Sir. | A nocking. 

Dornton. Don't mind his knocking! Go to bed every 
ſoul of you inftantly, and fall fait aſleep!—He ſhall ftarve 


in the ſtreets! ¶ Knacling again) Fetch me my blunderbuſs! 
Make haſte !. [ Exeurt,. 


Srene changes to the $1 reet b-fore the Door. 


Harry Dornton, Milford, and P:ftillions.. 


P:lillim, We ſmoked along, your honour ! 
Harry. (Knicks) J know you did, Had you been leſs- 
free with your whip, you would have been half a crown 
the richer. Your next ſtep ſhould be to turn drummers, 
aud handle the cat o' nine tails. 
Polillion, It is very late, your honour! 
Hurry, Be gone! I'll give you vo more. (Knocks) 
| [ Exennt Poflillions, 
Dornton, (T brewing up the ſaſh and preſenting the blunder- 
zn, Mr, Sulky hind.) Knock again, you ſcovndrel, 
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and you ſhall have the full contents loaded to. the muzzle, 
raſc | . | 

Harry. So! I ſuſpected dad was in his tantarums. 

Milford. You have given him ſome cauſe, 

Harry. Very true. {To his father) Conſider, my dear. 
Sir, the conſequences of lying out all night! 

Dornton. Be gone, villain! 

Harry. Bad women, Sir; damps, night air! 

Dornton. Will you be gone? : 

Harry. Watch-houſes, pick-pockets, cut-throats! 

Sulty. Come, come, Sir—{Shatting down the window) 

Milford, We ſhall not get in. | 

Harry. Pſhaw!, How little do you know of my father! 
The door will open in leſs than fifteen ſeconds, 

Mil ford. Done, for a hundred! + 

Harry, Done, done! {They take out their watches and the 
dogr opens) knew you were bad; double or quits we find 
tne clorh laid and ſupper on the table, 

Milford. No, it won't do. [ Exennt inte the hauſe.. 


Scene changes to the former Apartment. 


Enter Harry Dornton, Milford, and Footman.. 


Foatman. My old maſter is in a bitter paſſion, Sir, 

Harry. I know it. 

Foctman. He is gone down to turn the ſervant out of. 
doors that let you in. 


Harry. Is he? Then go you and let your fellow-ſervant 


in again. 
5:21man. I dare not, Sir. 

Harry. Then I muſt, | [Exit. 
 » F4«tman, He inquired who was with my young maſter. 

Milford. Well! 

Forman, And when he heard it was you, Sir, he was 
ten times more furious, [ Exit Footman.. 


Re-enter Harry Dornton. 


Harry. Albs well that ends well. This has. been a curſed 
loſing voyage, Milford! oy 
AMi!fard. I am a hundred and fifty in. 
terry. And 1 ten thouſaud out! 
| 3 Milford. 


- out of debt. 
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Milford. I believe 1 had better avoid your —_ for the 
reſent, 
N Harry. I think you had. Dad conſiders you as my 
tempter ; the cauſe of my ruin. 

Milford. And, I being in his debt, he conceives be oo 
treat me without ceremony. 

Harry. Nay, damn it, Jack, do him juflice! Je 1s not 
the money you had of him, but the ill advice he 1 imputes 
to you, that galls him. 

Milford. 1 hear he threatens to arreſt me. 

Harry. Yes! He has threatened to ſtrike my name out 
of the firm, and diſinherit me, a thouſand times! 

Milford. Oh, but he has been very ſerious in menacing 
me. 

Harry. And me too. 

Milford. You'll be at the tennis-court to-morrow ? 

Harry. No. 

Milford. What, not to ſee the grand match ? 

Harry. No. 

Milford. Oh yes, you will. 

Harry. No, Iam determined. 

Milford. Yes, over night; you'll waver in the morning, 

Harry. No. Itis gh time, Jack, to grow prudent. 

Milford. Ha, ha, ha! My plan is formed: I'll ſoon be 


Harry. How will you get the money ? 

Milford. By calculation. 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha! | 

Milford. IJ am reſolved on it. What! Can't a men of 
invention and genius out-wit a black- _ 

Harry. Ves, if he will be as great a ſcoundrel. | 

Milford. That's not neceſſary. A keen eye, a contriv- 
ing head, a lucky moment, and a little algebra, will rout 
the whole hoſt. How many men of rank and honoyr, 
having loſt their fortunes, have Voubly recovered them! 

Harry. And very honourably! 

Milford. Who doubts it? 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha! Nobody! Nobody! 

Milford. But pray, Harry, what is it you find fo at- 
tractive in my late father's, amorous reli? 

Her J. Ha, ha, ha! W. hat the widow Warren? 

3 : M. Fd. 
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_—_ She ſeems to think and even reports you are tg 
marry 

Harry, Marry? Her? A coquette of forty, who ridi- 
culougy apes all the airs of a girl! Fantaſtic, ſelfiſh, and 
a fool! And marry? Diſguſting idea! Thou wert philoſo- 
rs as we drove on the condition of a poſt-horſe—? 

Milford. Well? | 

Harry, I would rather be a poſt-horſe, nay the brute 
that drives a poſt-horſe, than the baſe thing thou haſt ima- 
gined! | 

Milford. Then why are you ſo often there? 

Harry. Becauſe I can't keep away. 

Milford. What, it is her daughter, Sophia? 

Harry, Lovely, bewitching innocent! 

Milford. The poor young thing is fond of you? 

Harry. I ſhould be half mad if I thought ſhe was not; 
yet am obliged to halt hope ſhe is not! 

N. ilfo rd. W hy ? 

Harry. What a queſtion! Am I not a profligate, and in 
all probability ruined ?—Not even my father can overlook 
this laſt affair !—No!—Heigho! 

Milford. The loſs of my father's will, and the myſtery 
made of its contents by thoſe who witneſſed it, are ſtrange 
circumſtances! 

Harry. In which the widow triumphs. And, you be- 
ing a baſtard, and left by law to ſtarve, ſhe willingly pays 
obedience to laws ſo wiſe. 

Milford. She refuſes even to pay my debts. 

Harry. And the worthy alderman, your father, being 
overtaken by death in the ſouth of France, carefully makes 
a will, and then as carefully hides it where it is not to he 
found; or commits it to the cuſtody of ſome mercenary 
knave, who has made his market of it to the widow 
So! Here comes the ſuppoſed executor of this ſuppoſed 
will, 


Enter My. 8 ulky. 


My dear Mr. Sulky, how do you do? 
Sulky, Very ill. 
Harry. Indeed? I am very ſorry ! What's your diſorder? 
Sulty. You. 
Harry. Ha, ha, ha! 
| 4 Sully. 
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Sulky. Ruin, bankruptcy, infamy ! 

Harry, The old ſtory! 

Sully. To a new tune. 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha! 

Sully. You are 

Harry, What, my good cynic ? 

Sulky. A faſhionable gentleman. 

Harry. I know it. 

Sulky. And faſhionably ruined. 

Harry. No I have a father. 

Sully. Who is ruined likewiſe. 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha! Is the Bank of England ruined ? 

Sulty. I fay ruined. Nothing leſs than a miracle can 
ſave the 3 The purſe of Fortunatus could not ſup- 

ly you. 
1 Harry. No; it held nothing but guineas. Notes, bills, 
paper for me! 

Sully. Such effrontery is inſufferable. For theſe five 
years, Sir, you have been driving to ruin more furiouſly 
than— 

Harry. An ambaſſador's coach on a birth- night. I 
{aw you were ſtammering for a ſimile. 

Sulky, Sir—! 

Harry. Youth mounts the box, ſeizes the reins, and 
jehus headlong on in the dark; paſſion and prodigality 

blaze in the front, bewilder the coachman, and dazzle.and 
blind the paſſengers; wiſdom, prudence, and virtue are 
overſet 1 mai med or be ; and at laſt repentance, 
like the footman's flambeau lagging behind, lights us to 
dangers when they are paſt all remedy, 

Sully. Your name is ſtruck off the firm. I was the ad- 

viſer, 

Harry. You were very kind, Mr. Sulky. 

Sulty. Your father is at laſt determined. 

Harry, Ha, ha, ha! Do you think ſo? 

Sulty. You'll find ſo! And what brought you here, Sir? 
(to Milford.) : h 
js why A chaiſe and four. 


Sully. It might have carried you to a ſafer placꝛ. When 
do you mean to pay your debts ? 


Milford, When my father's executor prevails on the wi- 
dow Warren to do me juſtice, 


$25 Sulky, 
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Sully. And which way am I to prevail? 

Milford. And which way am I to pay my debts? 

Sully. You might have more modeſty than inſolently to 
come and brave one of your principal creditors, after hav- 
ing ruined his ſon by your evil counſel, 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha! Don't believe a word on't, my good 
grumbler ; I ruined myſelf: I wanted no counſellor, 

Milford. My father died immenſely rich; ang, though 
Jam what the law calls illegitimate, I ought not to ſtarve. 

Sulky, You have had five thouſand pounds, and are five 
more in debt, 

Milford. Yes, thanks to thoſe who truſt boys with 
thouſands. | 

Sully. You would do the fame now, that you think 
yourſelf a man. 

. ale” { Firmly ) Indeed I would not. | 

Sully. Had you been watching the widow at home, in- 
ſtead of galloping after a knot of gamblers and cnn 0 
you might perhaps have done yourſelf more ſervice. 

Milford. Which way, Sir? 

Sulky, The will of your late father is found. 

Milford. Found ? 

Sully. J have received a letter, from which I learn it 
was at laſt diſcovered, carefully locked up in a private 
drawer; and that it is now a full month ſince a gentleman 
of Montpelier, coming to England, was entruſted with it, 
But no ſich entleman has yet appeared, 

Milford. It it ſhould have got into the hands of the 
vwidow— ! 

Sulky. Which J ſuſpe& it has!—You are a couple of 
pretty gentlemen! But beware! Misfortune is at your heels! 

r. Dornton vows vengeance on you both, and juſtly. 
He is not gone to bed; and, if you have confidence enough 
to look. him in the face, I would have you ſtay where you- 
are. 

Milford. I neither with to inſult nor be inſulted. | Exit. 

Sulky. Do you know, Sir, your father turned the poor 
fellow into the ſtreet, who compaſſionately opened the door. 
for you? - | 

es. Yes; and my father knows I as compaſſionately 
opened the door for the poor fellow in return. 


Sulky. Very well, Sir!. Your fame is increaſing daily. 
Harry. 
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Harry, J am glad to hear it. 

Sulky. Humph! Then perhaps you have paragraphed. 
yourſelf? | 

Harry. Paragraphed ? What? Where? 

Sully. In the St. James's Evening. 

Harry. Me ? 

Sully. Stating the exact amount. 

Harry, Of my lofs ? 

Sally. Yours—You march through every avenue to 
fame, =# clean, 

Harry. Well ſaid! - Be witty when you can? ſarcaſtic 
you muſt be, in ſpite of your teeth. But. 1 like you the 
better. You are honeſt. You are my cruet of Cayenne, 
and a ſprinkling of you is excellent. 

Sully. Well, Sir, when you know the ſtate of your own 
affairs, and to what you have reduced the houſe, you will 


perhaps be leſs ready to grin. 
Harry. Reduced the houſe! Ha, ha, ha! 


Enter Mfr. Dornton, with the Newſpaper in his Hand. 


Dornten. So, Sir! 
Harry. ( Powing ) I am happy to ſee you, Sir. 
Dornton. You. are there, after having broken into my 
houſe at midnight!—And you are here, / Poiniing to the 
paper ) after haying ruined me and my houſe by your un- 
principled prodigality! Are you not a ſcoundrel. 
Harry, No, Sir: I am only a fool. 

Saulty. Good night to you, gentlemen. | 

Dornton. Stay where you are, Mr. Sulky. I beg you 
to ſtay where you are, and be a witneſs to my ſolemn re- 
nunciation-of him and his vices! 

Sulky. J have witneſſed it a thouſand times. 


15 


Dorniou. But this is the laſt. Are you not a ſcoundrel, 


1 ſay 2 
Harry. J am your ſon.. 
Dornton.. { Calling Mr. Smith! Bring in thoſe deeds. 


Enter Mr. Smith. 


You will not deny you are an incorrigible ſquanderer? 
Harry. I will deny nothing. 


Doruton. A nuiſance, a wart, a blot, a ſtain upon the 


face of nature !. 


Harry. 
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TK « — 4 4 7 
— * — z:  _— 
— # a _ us SY - ov 


16 THE ROAD TO RUIN, 


Harry. A ſtain that will waſh out, Sir. - | 

Dor nton. A redundancy, a negation ; a beſotted ſophiſ- 
ticated incumbrance; a jumble of fatuity ; your head, your 
heart, your words, your actions, all a jargon ; incoherent 


and unintelligible to yourſelf, abſurd and offenſive to 
others ! | 1725 | 


Szlty. The whirlwind is riſing. h 
Harry. I am whatever you pleaſe, Sir. 
Dorntan. Bills never examined, every thing bought on 
credit, the price of nothing aſked! Conſcious you were 
weak. enough to wiſh. for baubles you did not want, and 
pant for pleaſures you could not enjoy, you had not the 
effrontery to aſſume the circumſpect caution of common 
ſenſe! And, to your other deſtructive follies, you muſt 
add the deteſtable vice of gaming ! 
Harry. Theſe things, Sir, are much eafier done than 
defended. 4 | 
Dornton. But here—Give me that-parchment! (Je Mr. 
Smith) The partners have all been ſummoned, Look, Sir.! 
Your name has been formally eraſed ! | 
Harry. The partners are very kind. 
Dornton. The ſuſpicions already incurred by the known: 
profligacy of a principal in the firm, the immenſe fums- 
ou have drawn, this. paragraph, the run on the houſe 
it will occaſion, the conſternation of the whole city 
Harry. All very terrible, and ſome of it very true. 
[ Half aide. 
Dornton. { Paſſicnately) Give me the will, Mr. Smith! 
Give me the will! Fond and fooliſh as I have been, read, 
and you will find I am at laſt reſtored to my ſenſes It 
I ſhould happily outlive the ſtorm you have raiſed, it ſhall 
not be to ſupport a prodigal, or to reward a.gambler!— 
| You are difinherited !—Read ! 
Harry. Your word is as good as the Bank, Sir. 
Dornton. I'Il no longer act the dotiog father, faſcinated 
by your arts! | 321 
Harry. I never had any art, Sir, except the one you 
taught me. 
Dornton. I taught you! What? Scoundrel! What ?. 
Harry. That of loving you Sir. 
Doruton. Loving me! 
Harry, Moſt ſincerely! 
[ Dornton, 
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Dornton, ( Forgetting his paſſion) Why, can you ſay, 
Harry— Raſcal! I mean, that you love me? | 
Harry, I ſhould be a raſcal indeed if I did not, Sir, 
Dornton. Harry! Harry! {Struggling with his feelings } 
No! Confound me if I do! Sir, you are a vile 
Harry. I know I am. 
Doruton. And I'll never ſpeak to you more, [ Going. 
Harry. Bid me good night, Sir. Mr, Sulky here wall 
— me good night, and you are my father Good night, 
r. Sulky, | 
Sulky. Good night, [ Exit, 
Harry. Come, . | 
Dornton, (Siruggling <vith paſſion) I won't! —If I do—! 
Harry. Reproach me with my follles, ſtrike out my 
name, diſinherit me, I deſerve it all and more - But ſay 
Good night, Harry ! | 
Dornton, L won't! —TI won't! -I won't!— 
Harry, Poverty is a trifle ; we can whiſtle it off—But 
enmity — | 
Dornton. I will not! 
Harp. Sleep in enmity ? And who can ſay how foundly ? 
Come! Good night. 
Dornton, I won'el I won't! [ Runs off. 
Harry. Say you ſo ?—-Why then, my noble-hearted dad, 
I am indeed a ſcoundrel! | 


. 


Re-enter Mr. Dornton. 


Dornton. Good night! Ii. 
Harry. Good night! And Heaven eternally bleſs you, 
Sir! Heigho!—That's ſomething. (Sings. 


* Time, would you let him wiſely paſs, 
Is lively, briſk, and jolly.” 


All is not quite as it ſhould be; but— * RAY Sings. } 


Dip but his wings in the ſparkling glaſs, 
© And he'll drown dull melancholy, | 
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ACT II. 


SCENE I. The Houſe of the Widmw Warren. 
Jenny and Mrs, Ledger, 


Jenm. | 
I TELL you, good woman, I can do nothing for you, 


Mrs, Ledger. Only let me fee Mrs, Warren. 
Jenny. And get myſelf ſnubbed, Not I indeed. 
Exter Sophia, Skipping. 

Sophia, La, Jenny! Yonder's my mamma, with a whole 
congregation of milliners, manteau-makers, mercers, ha- 
5% ag lace-men, feather-men, and—and all the world, 
conſulting about ſecond mourning ! 

Fenny, I know it. 

Sophia. It will be ſix months to-morrow fince the death 
of my father-in-law ; and ſhe has been buſy giving orders 
for this fortnight that every thing might be brought home 
and tried on to-day, I do believe ſhe'll ſleep in her new 
clothes ! | 

Jenny. How you run on, Miſs! 

Sophia. What would my dear grandma' ſay, if ſhe ſaw 
her? Why ſhe is even fonder of finery than I am! 

Jenny. Sure, Miſs, you are not fond of finery ? 

Sophia. Oh but I am I wonder why ſhe won't let me 
wear high-heeled ſhoes! I am ſure I am old enough! 1 
ſhall be eighteen next Chriſtmas day, at midnight : which 
is only nine months and two days! And, ſince ſhe likes 
to wear ſlips, and ſaſhes, and ringlets and - nonſenſe, 
like a girl, why ſhould not J have high heels, and gowns,. 
and ſeſtinis, and hoops, and trains, and ſweeps ¶Mimicł- 
ing) and—hke a woman? i 

Fenny. It's very true, what your mamma tells you, 
Miſs; you have been ſpoiled by your old fond grandmo- 
ther, in Glouceſterſhire, | 

Sophia. Nay, Jenny, I won't hear you call my dear 
N names! Though every body told the loving old 

ul ſhe would ſpoil me. 


ws Jenny. 
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Fenny. And now your mamma has ſent for you up to 
town, to finiſh your :d4dication. 2 
Sophia. Yes. She began it the very firſt day. There 
was the ſtay-maker ſent for, to ſcrew up my ſhapes; the 
ſhoe-maker, to cripple my feet; the hair-drefſer, to burn 
my hair; the jeweller, to bore my ears; and the dentiſt, 

to file my teeth. | | | 
Ferry. Ah! You came here ſuch a hoyden! Te Mrs. 
Ledger. } What, an't you gone yet, miſtreſs? | 
Sophia, La, Jenny, how can you be ſo croſs to people? 
What is the matter with this good woman? 
Jenny. Oh! Nothing but poverty. * 
Sophia, Is that all? Here / Rammaging ber pocket ) give 
her this half crown, and make her rich, 

Fer. Rich indeed! es 3 
Sophia, What, is not it enough? La, I am forry I 
all my money yeſterday ! I laid it out in ſweetmeats, cakes, 
a canary bird, and a poll parrot, But I hope you are not 

"es very poor ? 
rt. Ledger. My huſband ſerved the late alderman five- 
and-twenty years. His maſter promiſed to provide for 
him; but his pitileſs widow can ſee him thrown with a 
2 _ n the . 25 
Soßbin. ear! Stop! a bit ing of ) 
Be ſure you don't go! 388 7 | FE. 


Enter Mr. Sulky. 


Sully. Where's your Miſtreſs, girl? 

| Jeuny. My names is Jane Cocket, Sir. 
Sully. Where's your Miſtreſs? 

Jenny. Buſy, Sir. | 
 Salky, Tell her to come down—Don't ſtare, girl, but 
go and tell your miſtreſs I want her. 


Jenny. (Afide) Humph! Mr. Black and gruff! [ Exit, 


Re-enter Sophia, with great glee. 


Sophia, I've got it! Here! Take this, good woman; 
and go home and be happy! Take it, I tell you! 
Offering a purſe. 
Sully. Who is this? Mrs. Ledger! How does your 
worthy huſband ? 
ty Mrs. 


— . — es 
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Mrs. Ledger. Alack, Sir, ill enough: likely to ſtarve 
in his latter days, | 

Sully. How! Starve? 
N Mrs. Ledger. The widow refuſes to do any thing for 

im. 

Sulky, Humph ! 

Mrs. Ledger. Service, age, and honeſty are poor pleas, 
with aMluence, eaſe, and Mrs. Warren, 

Sxliy., Humph! 

Mrs. Ledger. You, Sir, I underſtand, are the late al- 
derman's executor ? 

Sully. I can't tell. 
y 7171 Ledger. Perhaps you may be able to ſerve my huſ- 

and ? = 

Sully. I don't know - However, give my reſpects to 
him. He ſhan't ſtarve: tell him that. | | 

Sophia. Nay, but take this in the mean time. 

Sulky.. Ay; take it, take it, / Exit Mrs. Ledger much 
effected.) And who are you, Miſs Charity? 

Sophia. Me, Sir? Oh! I—I am my grandma's grand 
daughter. 

Sully. Humph! 

Sophia. Sophia Freelove. 


Silky. Oh!—The widow's daughter by her firſt huſ- 


= 


band ? 


Sophia, Ves, Sir. 


Re-enter Jenny. 


Sulty. Where's your miſtreſs ? 

Jeuny. Coming, Sir. So! You have ſtolen your mam- 
ma's purſe, Miſs? 3 

Sophia. La, don't ſay ſo! I only run away with it. 
She was bargaining for ſome ſmuggled lace with one of 
your acquaintance, and I thought I could diſpoſe of her 
money to better advantage. 

Ferry, Without her conſent ? 

Sophia. Ves, to be ſure! I knew I ſhould never diſpoſe 
of it in that manger with her conſent, 

Jeuny. Well! Here comes your mamma. [ Exit. 
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F ter the Widow Warren, in a fantaſtic girliſs mornivig dreſe, 
ſurrounded by Millizers, Manteau-mak-rs, Furriers, Hat-' 
ters, Ee. with their attendants with band-boxes ; all talk 
ing as they come on. 


Widow, So you'll be ſure not to forget my chapeau A 
la Pruſſe, Mr. Mincing ? 

Hatter. Certainly not, Madam. * 

Vi loau. And you'll make a delicate choice of the fea- 
thers? | 

Tatter. The ſeleRion ſhall be elegant, Madam, 

Widaw. Yes—I know, Mr. Mincing, you're a charm- 
ing man!—And you will let me have my pierrot à la 
Coblentz by nine in the morning, Mrs, Tiffany? 

Manteau- maler. To a minute, maim. 

Sulty. Madam, when you have a moment's leiſure 

Widow. Be quiet, you fright; don't interrupt me !— 
And my caraco a la huſſar, and my bavaroiſes a la du- 
cheſſe. Aud put four rows of pearl in my turban, 

Milliner. Ver vell, me Ladyſhip. | 

Wid*w. And you'll all come together, exactly at nine? 

Omnes, We'll all be here! (Going. 

Widow. And don't forget the white ermine tippets, and 
the black fox muſſs, and the Kamſchatka furs that you | 
mentioned, Mr, Weazel 1 

Furrier, I' bring a fine aſſortment, Madam. 

Wid:w. And, and, and—No; no—you may all go— 
I can think of nothing elſe—I ſhall remember more to- 
morrow. 

Hatter and 

Furrier. 

Manteau- 


ſees Hagel Very much obliged to 5 

Gul. you, maim! 

Milliner. Dee ver good bon jour to | 

me Ladyſhip. | 

IlVid:Ww, What was it you were ſaying, Mr. Sulky?'— 
Pray, child, what have you done with my purſe? 

Sophia, Given it away, Ma'. | 

Widew. Given it away, Minikin? 

Sophia. Yes, ma'. 


IVidew, Given my purſe away! To whom? For what 
purpoſe ? 


} Thank you, Madam! + 


( Altogether, 


$S ghia. 
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Sophia, La, ma', only—only to keep a poor woman 


from ſtarving ! 


Ilidoaw. I proteſt, child, your grandmother has totally 
ruined you! N 

Sulky, Not quite, Madam: ſhe has left the finiſhing 
to you. 

Widow. What were you ſaying, Mr, Sulky? 

Sul y. You won't give me leave to ſay any thing, 
Madam. | 

Widow. You know you are a ſhocking troubleſome 
man, Mr. Sulky ? I have a thouſand things to remember, 
and can't hear teafingl It fatigues my ſpirits! So pray re- 


late this very urgent buſineſs of yours in a fingle word. 


What would you have? 
Sulty, Juſtice. 
Widiav. Lord, what do you mean ?—Do you think I 
am in the commiſſion ? 
Sully. Yes, of follies innumerable ! 
idea. You are a fad favage, Mr. Sulky! And who 


is it you want juſtice for? 


Sully. Your late huſband's ſon, John Milford, 

Widcxv. Now pray don't talk to me! You are a very 
intruſive perſon! Yea quite derange my ideas! I can think 
of nothing ſoft or ſatisfactory while you are preſent! 

Suliy, Will you hear me, Madam? | 

IWidexv, I can't! I poſi ively can't! It is an odious 
ſubject! 

Sophia. Nah, Ma', how can you be ſo croſs to my 
brother Milford: | 

Il idoau. Your brother, child? Country education! 
How often, minikin, have I told you he is no brother of 
yours! | 

Sighig. La, Ma', he was your huſband's fon! 

Widow. Yes, his — Faugh! — Odious word Your 
brother ? 

S2phia. Yes, that he is! For he is in diſtreſs, 

Sully. Humph! 

Widow. And would you now, you who pretend to be 
a very prudent—ridiculous kind of a perſon, wiſh to ſee 
me ſquander the wealth of my poor dear dead good man on 
Mr, Milford, and his profligate companions ? 


Sally. 
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Sully. Not I indeed, Madam; though the profligate 
to whom you make love ſhould happen to be one of them! 
 Widiw., Ha, ha, ha! Oh the monſter!—I make love! 
—You have no eyes, Mr. Sulky! /Walking and exhibit- 
ing herſelf) You are really blind !—But I know whomyou 
mean. , 

Sully. I mean young Dornton, Madam, 

Widiw. To be ſure you do !—Whom could you mean? 
Elegant youth !—Rapturous thoughts! 

Sophia, I am ſure, Sir, young Mr, Dornton is no pro- 
fligate! 

Sulky, {Significantly ) You are ſure? 

Sophia. Yes, that I am! | 

Sully. Humph. 

Sophia. And it's very ſcandalous, very ſcandalous in- 
deed, to ſay he is my ma's lover! 

Sulky, Humph. 

Sophia. Becauſe he is a fine genteel young gentleman ; 
and you know ma' is — 

Mida. Pray, minikin, be leſs flippant with your 
tongue. F "WP 
Sophia. Why la, ma', you yourſelf know you are too! 

Widow. Go up to your chamber, child! 

Sophia. J am ſure ma', I ſay it is very ſcandalous to call 
the handſome Mr, Dornton your lover! [ Exit flipping. 

Snulty. Do you bluſh ? 

idea. Bluſh indeed ?—Bluſh? Ha, ha, ha: You are 
a very unaccountable creature, Mr. Sulky !—Bluſh at the 
babbling of a child ? 

Sally. Who is your rival? 

Widow. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! My rival? — The poor 
minik in- My rival?—But I have a meſſage for you! 
Now do compoſe your features to ſoftneſs and compla- 
ney. Look pleaſant if you can! Smile for once in your 
lite ! 

Sully. Don't make love to me! I'll have nothing to ſa 
to you! 

Widiww. Ha, ha, ha! Love! 

Sally. Yes, you make love to Dornton! Nay, you 
make love to the booby Goldſinch! Even I am not ſecure 
in your company! 

Widow. Ha, ha, ha! You are a ſhocking being, Mr. 

Sulky!— 


— 
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Sulky!—But, if you ſhould 7 to ſee Mr. Dornton, 
0 


do aſtoniſh your acquaintance: a good-natured thing, 
and tell him I am at home all day—Love to you ? Ha, ha, 
ha! Oh you figure! You caricatura of tenderneſs! You 


inſupportable thing! [ Exit, 
Sulky. (Sighs) Ahl All labour in vain! / Enter Jenny ) 
Stand out of the way, girl! [ Exit. 


Fenny. There ſhe goes! {Looking after the Widiw) 
That's lucky! This way, Sir! 


Enter Harry Dornton, followed by his own Servant awith 
bills in his Hand. 


Jenny, My miſtreſs is gone up to her toilette, Sir: but 
I can. ſend you ſomebody you may like better! [ Exit. 

Harry. Obliging Abigail !l—( Looking over his papers) 
*Sdeath ! What, all theſe tradeſmen's bills? | 
Servant. All, Sir. Mr. Smith ſent me after you with 
them. | 
Harry, When were they brought ? 

Servant, Some laſt night, but moſt this morning. 

Harry. Ill news travels faſt, and honeſty is deviliſh in- 
duſtrious. Go round to them all, return their bills, and 
bid them come themſelves to-day. Has Mr. Williams the 
hoſier ſeat in his bill? 

Servant, No, Sir. 

Harry, T thought as much—Tell him to come with the 
reſt, and on his life not fail. 

Servant, Very well, Sir. [ Exit. 


Enter Sophia joyouſly. 

Sophia. Oh, Mr. Dornton, I am glad to ſee you! Do 
you know, I've got the ſong by heart that you was ſo good 
as to teach me! | 

Harry. And do you know, my charming Sophia, you 
are the moſt delightful, beautiful, bewitching ſcholar that 
ever took leſſon! 

Sophia, La, Mr. Dornton, I'm ſure I'm very ſtupid! 

Harry. That you are all intelligence, all grace, all wit! 

Sophia. To be ſure my ma' caught me ſinging it, and 
ſhe was pettiſh; becauſe you know it's all about love, and 
ends with a happy marriage, 

Ha ry, But why pettiſn? 

Sophia. 
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8ophia, La, I can't tell. I fuppoſe ſhe wants to have 
all the marriage in the world to If! It's her whole 
talk! I do believe ſhe'd be married every morning that 
ſhe riſes, if any body would have her! 1 

Harry. Think not of her, my ſweet Sophia, but tell 
na 1 | | 

Sophia. What? | 

larry. I dare not aſk, 985 

Sophia. Why ? . 

Harry. Left I ſhould offend you. : 

Sophia. Nay now, Mr. Dornton, that is not right of 
7 I am never offended with any body, and I am ſure 

ſhould not be offended with you! My grandma” always 
ſaid I was che beſt tempered girl in thetworld. What is itt 

Harry. Were you? (Taking her hand) Did you ever 
know what it is to love? | , 

Sophia. La, now, how could you aſk one ſuch a queſ- 
tion? Vou know very well one muſt not tell !—Befides, 
you know too one muſt not be in love? th 

Harry. Why not? | 

Sophia. Becauſe—becauſe I'm but a girl—My grandma? 
has told me a hundred times, it's a fin for any body to be 
in love, before they be a woman grown; full one-and 
twenty; and I am not eighteen ! 

Harry. Love, they ſay, cannot be reſiſted, | 

Sophia, Ah, but I have been taught better! It may be 
reſiſted Nobody need be in love, unleſs they like: and 
ſo I won't be in love; for I won't wilfully do _ (With 

eat po/itiveneſs) No! I won't love an on; though I 
fhould love him ever ſo dearly, * 8 

Harry. ¶ Aide Angelic innocence! Aloud) Right, 
lovely Sophia, guard your heart againſt ſeducers. 

Sophia, Do you know, it is full five weeks ſince Valen. 
tine's day ; and, becauſe I'm not one-and-twenty, nobody 
ſent me a valentine! | 

Harry. And did you expect one? | 

Sophia. Nah! I can't ſay but Idid think In Glou 
ceſterſhire, if any young man happens to have a liking for 
a young woman, ſhe is {ure to hear of it on Valentine day. 
But perhaps Valentine day does not fall ſo ſoon here as it 
does in the country ? . 


G Har 7. 
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Harry. Why, it is poſſible you may yet receive a valen- 


tine. | 1 | 

Sophia, Nay now, but don't you go to think that I am 
aſking for one : for that would be very wrong of me, and 
I know better. My grandma' told me I muſt never mention 
nor think of ſuch things, till I am a woman; full one-and-. 
twenty grown; and that if I were to find ſuch a thing at 
a 6 window, or under my pillow, or concealed in a plum- 
cake— | 

Harry. A plum-cake ? | | 

Sophia. Yes: I aſſure you I have heard of a valentine 
ſent baked, in a plum-cake—And fo if I had one that I 
muſt ſhew it to her. But you know ſhe is in Glouceſter- 
ſhire; and I am ſure I would not ſhew it to ma': for, 
though ſhe is all out and above forty, ſhe would be as jea- 
lous as the vengeance! And indeed I would not receive- 
ſuch a thing for the world, no, not from the fineſt man on 
earth, if I did not think him to be a true and faithful, 
true, true lover, 

Harry. But how muſt he prove his faith and truth ? 
Sophia. Why firſt he muſt love me very dearly!— With 
all his heart and ſoul !—And then he muſt be willing to wait 
till I am one and-twenty. 

* Harry, And would not you love in return? 
Sophia. N—yes, when I come to be one-and-twenty. 
Harry. Not ſooner ? 

Sophia, Oh no!—I muſt not! 

Harry, Surely you might if you pleaſed ? 

Sophia, Oh but you muſt not perſuade me to that! If 
you do, I ſhall think you are a bad man; ſuch as my 
grandma' warned me of! 

Harry, And do you think me ſo? | 

S2þhia. Do I?—No!—lI would not think you ſo for a 
thouſand thouſand golden guineas ! 

Harry, ( Afede) Faſcinating purity ! What am I about? 
To deceive or trifle with ſuch unſuſpecting affection would 
indeed be villany! _ 

Geldfinch. (Without, at a diſtance) Is ſhe above? Muſt 
ſee her! : 

Sephia. La, I hear that great, ridiculous, horſe jockey 
of Goldfinch coming up !—{Sighs})—Good bye, Mr. 
Dornton! | 

| Har 5. 
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Harry. Heaven bleſs you, Sophia !—Sweet Sophia, 
Heaven bleſs you, my lovely 2 Heigho 
Sophia. Heigho! [ Exit, 
| Goldfinch, (Without) Is ſhe here? 
Servant, (Without) 1 don't know, Sir. 


Enter Goldfinch in à high-collared coat, ſeveral under æuaiſ- 
; roats, buckſkin breeches covering his calves, ſhort boots, long 
Spurs, high-crowned hat, hair in the extreme, Wc. 
Goldfinch. Hah! tight one! 
2 ( — 4 Fs Well, Charles! 
. Goldfinch, How you ſtare! An'tI the go? That's your 
Ort! f 232 1 
Harry. Ha, ha, ha! 
- -Goldfinch,) Where's the widow ? 
Harry. Gone up to dreſs, and will not be down theſe 
two hours. G4 
Goldfinch. A hundred to eighty I'd ſup up a firing of 
twenty horſes in leſs time than ſhe takes to dreſs her fet- 
locks, plait her mane, trim her ears, and buckle on her 
body-clothes ? | 
Harry. You improve daily, Charles! 
Goldfinch, To be ſure!—That's your fort . Turning 
round to ſhew himſelf) An't I a genus? | 
Harry. Quite an original !—You may challenge the 
whole Fraternity of the whip to match you ! 
Goldfinch. Match me! Newmarket can't match me! 
{(Shewing himſelf )— That's your ſort! | 
Harry. Oh no! Ha, ha, ha! You are harder to mate 
than one of your own pied ponies—A very different being 
from either your father or grandfather ! | 
Goldfinch, Father or grandfather !—Shakebags both. 
Harry, How! * 


Goldfinch, Father a ſugar- baker, grandfather a ſlop- 
ſeller I'm a gentleman—That's your ſort! 

Harry, Ha, ha, ha! And your father was only a mag 
of worth, 

Goldfinch. Kept a gig! (With great contempt! )—Knew- 
nothing of life Nevis drove four! þ 

Harry. No, but he was a uſeful member of ſociety, 

Golfinch. A uſef— ! What's that? 

Marry. Ha, ha, ha! A pertinent queſtion. 

RP C2 '  Goldfinch. 
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Goldfinch. A gentleman like me a uſeful member of ſo- 


ciety Bet the long odds nobody ever heard of ſuch a 


_ 
arry, You have not acquired your character in the 
world for nothing, Charles, WIC 

yn, gp World ! — What does the world ſay ? 

arry. Strange things—It ſays you have got into the 

kk — Jews, and Por ay” Co and that, though 
old Goldfinch was, in his day, one of the richeſt men on 
Change, his ſon will ſhortly become poorer than the pooreſt 
black leg at Newmarket. | 

Gold uch. Damn the world! 

Harry. With all my heart; damn the world; for it ſays 
little better of me. | | 

Goldfinch, Bet you ſeven to five the Eclipſe colts againſt 
the Highflyers, the ſecond ſpring meeting. 

Harry. No. I have done with Highflyer and Eclipſe 
too—So you are in purſuit of the widow ? 

Goldfinch, Full cry !—Muſt have her! 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha! Heigho! You muſt? 

Goldfinch, All up with me elſe! If I don't marry the wi- 
dow I muſt ſmaſh !—T've ſecured the knowing one. 

Harry. Whom do you mean? The maid? 7 

Goldfinch. Promiſed her a hundred on the wedding day, 


Enter Jenny. 


Jenny. My miſtreſs can't ſee you at preſent, gentlemen. 

Goldfinch. Can't ſee me? [Yexed) Take Harriet an air- 
ing in the phaeton. ; 

Harry, What, is Harriet your favourite? 

Goldfinch. To be ſure! I keep her, 

Harry. You do? 

Gold finc h. Fine creature! 

Harry. Well bred ? 

Goldfinch, Juſt to my taſte !—Like myſelf, free and eaſy, 


That's your ſort! 


Harry. A fine woman? 3 
Gala nch. Prodigious! Siſter to the Iriſh Giant ! Six feet 


in her ſtockings ! That's your ſort! —Sleek coat, flowing 
mane, broad cheſt, all bone !--Daſhing figure in a phaeton: 
— Sky blue habit, ſcarlet ſaſh, green hat, yellow ribbands, 


white feathers, gold band and taſſel!— That's your ſort! 
<a, Harry. 
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Harry. Ha, ha, ha! Heigho!— Why you are a high 
fellow, Charles! 2 

Goldfinch. To be ſure Know the odds!—Hold four 
in hand Turn a corner in ſtile Reins in form Elbows 
ſquare Wriſt pliant—Hayait . Drive the Coventry ſtage 
twice a week all ſummer Pay for an inſide place Mount 
the box Tip the coachy a crown Beat the mail Come 
in full ſpeed !—Rattle down the gateway !— Take care of 
your heads Never killed but one woman and a child in 
all my life That's your ſort! [ Going. 

Jenny. ( Afide to Goldfinch) Take him with you. [ Ex1/. 

Gold uch. Want a hedge :—Take guineas to pounds 
Precipitate againſt Dragon ? 

Harry, No. | 

Goldfinch. (Afide) Wiſh I could have him a few!— 
Odd or even for fifty? {Drawing his hand clenched from his 

ket.) ö | 
8 * Ha, ha, ha! Odd enough! 

Goldfinch, Will you cut a card, hide in the hat, chnck 
in the glaſs, draw cuts, heads or tails, gallop the maggot, 
ſwim the hedgehog, any thing ? 

Harry. Nothing. 

Goldfinch, Lm up to all That's your ſort! Get him 
with me and pigeon him. /Afide) Come and ſee my Greys 
— Been to Tatterſall's and bought a ſet of fix—Smokers? 
— Beat all England for figure, bone, and beauty —Hayait, 
charmers ! That's your ſort!—Bid for two pair of mouſe 

nies for Harriet. | | 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha! The Iriſh Gianteſs drawn by mouſe 

onies ! | 
F Goldfinch. Come and ſee em. | 

Harry. {Sarcaſtically) No. Iam weary of the company 
of ſtable- boys. | 

Goldfinch, Why ſo ?—Shan't play you any tricks—If 
they ſquirt water at yon, or make the colts kick you, tell 
me, and I'll horſewhip em Arch dogs! Deal of wit! 

Harry. When they do I'll horſewhip them myſelf; 

Goldfinch. Yourſelf? — Ware that Wrong there! 

Harry. I think I ſhould be right, '' , *' 

Goldfinch, Do you !--What—Been to ſchool? 

Harry. To ſchool! —Why yes -- 
Goldfach. Mendoza !—Oh !-Good-morrow! [ Ext, 
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Harry. Ha, ha, ha There goes one of my friends! 
Heigho! . 


Enter Milford. in tafle, followed by Goldfinch returaing. - 


Goldfinch, What is it, Jack ? Tell me! | — 
Milford. Come, Harry! We ſhall be too late! 
are about to begin! We may have what bets we pleae | 
Gold inch. Where? What? 
Milford. The great match! The famous Frenchman and 
Will the marker! A thouſand guineas a des 
Goldfinch, What, tennis? 
v Fa Yes. The Frenchman gives deen and 4 
iſque. | | 
Goldfnch. To Will the marker? 
Milford, Yeo: by59 | 
Goldfinch, Will for a hundred! | 
Milford. Done! 
Goldfinch. Done, done! 
Itsy] bar the bet; the odds are Woe to four a.: 
 Goldfinch, What, for the N BITS or] 
Harry, Yes. | 
Coldfnch. I'll take it, be hundred to four,” 
* Harry, Done! VN. 
ü Cell bub. Done, Jane l 
. Harry. No, I bar!—1 be- have det. Tl never 
der another | 
. Milford. 2 dofor a bundred ! 
Harry. Done! n 
80 Milford. Done, done! Ha, ha, ba! N 
Harry. Pſhaw! 
Goldfnch. What a cake! | 


y __— - you'll go?! 


Harry Fre 
1 Milford. Yo, you will. Come, come, the match is 
begun! Every body is there! The Frenchman is the fir 


| player inthe world ! 


Harry. It's a noble exerciſe! | 
 Mifferd; Ay! Cato himfelf delighted in it! | 
Harry, Ves, it was much FROM by the Romans. 
Golifinth, 4 * Romans! ho are _— 5 
Harry. Ha, ha ror | 13 
| 77702 Milford. 


— 
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| 24 Ha, ha, ha! Will you go or will you not, 
Harry 

— 4 I can't, Jack. My conſcience won't let me. 
| Milford. Pſhaw ! Zounds, if we don't make haſte it 
will be all over! 
Harry. (In a hurry ) Do you think i it will ? (Stops ſhort.) 
No—lI won't—I muſt not. 


Milford. (Taking hold of his arm) Come along, I tell 


you! 
rry. No. 1 * , Th ae 

1005 nd. They have begun! | | 
Cal gde. —4 they ?—Pm off! E 8s 

Milford. {Still Srruggling, and Harry pans 
folly ! Come along ! 

Harry. No. I will not. 

Milford. ¶ Leaving him and going ) Well, well, if you're 
fo pofitive— 


Harry. (Calling ) Stay, Jack; ſtay — I' walk up the 
ſtreet with you, but I won't 


Milford. Double or quits the bundred that 12155 won of 
me laſt night you do! 

Harry. I don't for a thouſand. ! 

Milford. No, no, the hundred, 


Harry. I tell you I won't. I won't go in with you 
Milford. Done for the hundred ! * 


Harry, Done, done! | t 


| SCENE changes to the Parlour of the Tanb-est, 


8 paſſing and * with Rackets and Balli. 


oe” s Officer, two Followers, and one of the Markers. 


(Shou J 
Marker, Hurrah ! 
_ Officer, Pray is Mr. Milford in the court! * 
Marker, I'll bet you gold to ſilyer the Frenchman loſes ! 


Hurrah ! [Exits 
Enter Mr. Smith from the Court. 


Mr. Smith. He is not there. 
C4 


® s 


Offer. 


ſiee him nor any of his companions. 
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Officer. Are go ſure ? 
Mr. Smith. The crowd is very great, but I can neither 


. Officer. 'Then he will not come. 

Mr. Smith. I begin to hope ſo ! a 

Officer, ( Examining his urit ) e Middleſex to wit One 

thouſand pounds—Dornton againſt John Milford.” T 
Mr. Smith. You muſt take' none but ſubſtantial bail. 

{Shout ) What a ſcene ! | SSR 

Officer. He will not be here, 

Mr. Smith, Heaven ſend! 


Enter Goldfinch and a Marker running acroſs, 


 Coldfinch., Is the match begun? 

Marker, 'The firſt game 1s juſt over, 

Gola finch. Who loſt? 

Marker. The Frenchman! 

Goldfinch. Hurrah! 

Marker.. Hurrah! 

Gala nch. Damn the mounſeers! That's your ſort ! 
FLTETY [ Exit into the Court. 

Mr. Smith. That's one of his companions, I begin to 

tremble Stand afide ! Here they both come! 

Officer, Which is he? * 

Mr. Smith. The ſecond. LSBeut. 


Enter Harry Dornton and Milford, iz haſte, 


Harry, I hear them! I hear them! Come along 
Milford. Ha, ha, ha !—Harry !—Yougyguld not go! 


9 


— You were determined! bene 1 * 
Harry. Zounds! Come along Exit in hafte. 
[ Milford follows him laughing. 


Officer. (Stopping him) A word with you, Sir, if you 


Milford. With me? Who are you; What do you want? 

Officer. You are my priſoner. 

Milford. Priſoner | Damnation! Let me go! 

Officer. I muſt do my duty, Sir. | 

Milford. Here, here; this is your duty. | 

| [ Pulling out his purſe. 
Mr. Smith. ( Advancing ) It muſt not be, Sir. 
Milford, Mr. Smith.!—-What, at the ſuit of Dornton ? 
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Mr. Smith, Ves, Sir. *Tis your own fault? Why do 


. to theſe places ? He A art oe 
him here. * 5 
ilford. Furies Marker! (Toa Marker u, Tell 
Harry Dornton to.cometa nen 
Marler. Yes, Sir. 8 — I * kes. 
0 
Milford. Zounds Let we but go and fea the mh 
Mr. Smith. You muſt not, Sir. | n TH « rao ud 
| Milford, (To another Marler Marker! o '/ 
Marker, Sir! e 
Milford, Who wins? WT i 
Marker. The F renchmen has the beſt = v4 ni do'$ 
Milford. Tell Harry i am your | in pre 
Deſire him to come this moment. In of 
Marker. Very well, Sir. r Shouts 


five minutes 
Mr. Smith. Take him away, Sir. Wo 2 4 1 
Officer. You muſt come along, Sir. T7 | 
Milford. ( To @ Marker returning} Have you told him ? 
2 ix Can ell, Ha Se * * T; 8 5 
Mil fur well, Har e w 0 1 
11 Well, Sir? IP fog 
Marker. He would not 3 the Court for 5 thouſand 


unds. 


Officer. Come, come, Sit! ( Ta his —— bring 
him along 


: 2 Hands 1550 e ( Shaw 3 


Milford. (To the Officer) * give you: ten prin fo 


| 
4 


SCENE Ae to the 2 T Mr. Sy. 


4 Room of Bahcesi. 1 Letter-files, Ink-fland, 2 


Silky diſcovered,. ond Jacob entering- 
Silky, Well, Jacob! Have you been? 
oy Jacob. Ves, Six. 1 


Silky. Well. a what news? How vue bas? 
Jacob. Dead, Sir. 1 | nl 


- (Ov Des 


LJ 


5 FF bak ed 


. e m6 lucky m 

ilk Im a luck ar Aba A 

he is dead, Jacob? 4 T 1 25 fore 
Jaca. L ſau him with my on eyes, Sir. 5 
Silky. That's right, Jacob! I am a lucky man! And 
ons ſay the people at the hotel ? Do they know who he 


Jacob. Oh yes, Sir!—He' was rich! A gentleman in 


his own country ! 
4 And did you' take care they ſhould not know 
you 
Jacob. To be ſure, Sir! You had given me my lefſon! 
Silky. Ay, ay, Jacob! That's right !—-You are a fine 
Mind me, and I'll make a man of you And you 
— they had heard * 'of his I. called on 
me 
Jacob. Not a word! | 
2555 1 It was a lucky miſtake ! Anus 7 Well, 
Jacob! cloſe ! Don't ny a word, and PI give you 
— I'll give 2 a crown!. 5 
Jacob. You promiſed me „ guinea, Sir! a 
Silky. Did I, Jacob? Did 17” Well, well! I'll give you | 
a guinea! But be cloſe! Did/you call at the Wach War- 
ren's? 
Jac ob. Ves, Sir. g * 
Silky. And will ſhe ſee me 7 
* She deſires you will be there in an boar: | 
Silky. Very well, Jacob—Keep cloſe ! Not a word 
about the foreign 1 or his having been here a 
week ago, or hi wn taken ſuddenly ill and ying*/ Afide } 
It is a ocky ſtroke !—Cloſe, Jacob, my boy ! | 
oe But give me the guinea, Sir! 
Silly. What now, N c 
Jobb. If you pleaſe, Sir. Vou may 8 
Silky. Well, there, Jacob ; there! Vou'll be a rich 
man, Jacob! A cunning fellow ! I read it in ycur counte- 
n Cloſe, Jacob, and then—! 
Jacob. Perhaps you'll give me another? 
Silky. Well ſaid, Jaccb! You'll be a great man! Mod 
hat I ſay to you, and you'll be à great man !— Here's 
ſomebody coming! Go, Jacob ! Cloſe! 
2 * e 
I Silky. 


— 
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Silky, This is a lucky firoke! {Enter . So, 
Mr. Goldfineh ? What & you want! 

Goldfinch. Money—A thouſand pounds directly. 

Siliy. Fine talking, Mr. Goldfinch! N a 
comm. dity! Times are tickliſh ! pO" 

Goldfinch. Tellee I muſt have it. | 4 

Siliy. Give me but good bea, ud” vo n «I 
* rary Yes ; good { a fifty | my 

Goldfinc es; ecurity an cent 

Silly. Why look you g ys For all you know tlie 
laſt annuity I had-of you, ye a full hundred more than 
was offered by your ud ron the Jew! 

Gold finch. My friend ! Your. friend ! You collogue to- 

her. 

Silky. Hear you now! For all you know I have always 
been your friend; always ſupplied you with money, have 
not I ? And when I ſaw you running to ruin, I never told 
you of it, did I? I was _— to make all things eaſy! 

Goldfach. Eaſy enough have pretty wel eaſed 
me 

Silly. There is your companion, Jack Milford: I ſhall 
be a = loſer by him! 

ae. Ah! It's all up with poor Jack ! He's fixed 
at laſt ! 

5 What do you mean? 

1 Goldfrnch. Old Dotnton has ſent the Nab-man after 

m! 

Silty. And arreſted him? 

Goldfch. Yes,. he's touched ! 

Silky. (Calling) Jacob! (Enter Jacob) Run as faſt as 
you can to my good friend Mr. Strawſhoe, the attorn 
and tell him to take out detainders for all the debts I have 
brought up againſt Mr, Milford! Make haſte ! 


Jacob. Yes, Sir. Exit. 
ee. thought you were Jack Milford's friend, 
too! 


Silky. So IJ am, Mr, Goldfinch ;- but I muſt provide for 
my family! 

Gold nch. Come, come !—The bit relle I want 
the coal, directly! Sale at Tatterſall's to-morrow morn- 
ing! Three Herod brood mares with each an Eclipſe colt! 
C6 Would 
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Would not loſe em for all Lombard-ftreet ! So will you 
let me have the bit? 1. | 
Silky, Dear, dear! I tell you. I cant't, Mr. Goldfinch. 
... Goldfinch, Then ſome other Jew muſt. _ 
Silky. Jew! Hear you! Hear you! This it is to be the 
wg of an ungrateful ſpendthrift 1 Calls 2 Jew! I, 
v to morning. prayers every day of my life, and three 
the? to abernacls on i Sunday | d 4 
Goldfinch.. Yes! You cheat all day, tremble all night, 
and act the hypocrite the firſt thing in the morning. 
'| Geing. 
Silky, Nay but ſtay, Mr. Goldfinch!. Stay! I want to 
talk to you-!—TI have aſcheme to make a man of you! 
Goldfinch.. What! Bind me *prentice to a uſurer? | 
Silky. Paw! You are in purſuit of the widow Warren? 
Gel uch. Well? | 
Silky. Now what will you give me, and I'll ſecure her 


to you? 


Goldfinch. You? 

Silky, I! | 

Goldfinch. Which way ? 

Silky. T have a deed in my power, I won't tell you 
what, but I have it, by which I can make her marry the 


man I pleaſe, or remain a widow all her life ; and that I 


am ſure ſhe will never do, if ſhe can help it. 

Goldfinch. , You a deed ? 

Silky. Yes, I. 

Goldfinch. Shew it me! 

Silky. Not for twenty thouſand pounds! Depend upon 
me, I have it! I tell you I'm your friend, and you ſhall 
have her! That is, on proper conditions—If not, Mr. 
Goldfinch, you ſhall not have her! | 

Goldfinch, Indeed, old Judas! Well, what are your 
conditions? | SE 
Silky. I find the late alderman died worth a hundred 
and fifty thouſand pounds 53-0. 

Gela inch. Ay? | | 

Silky. Every farthing, Mr. Goldfineh! And my con- 
ſcience tells me that, riſk and character and all things con- 
ſidered, I muſt come in for my thirds. | 

Geldfinch. Your conſcience tells you that? | 

8 Silky. 
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Silky.. Yes, it does, Mr. Goldfinch—Fifty thouſand is 


a fair price. 
 Goldfinch.. For the ſoul of a miſcr. 

2 If you'll join me, ſay ſo. 

Gellfnch. Fifty thouſand ? 

Silky. Not a farthing leſs! What, will there not be a 
hundred thouſand remaining ? 

Geldfinch: Why that's true!—It will cut a fine daſh! 

Silky. To be ſure it will! Come with mel I'll draw up 
a ſketch of an agreement. After which we muſt fight cun- 


ning—The widow is a vain weak woman You muſt get 
her written promiſe! 


Goldfinch. Written ? 

Silky. Under her own hand; with a good round penalty 
in caſe of forfeiture ! 

| Gotdfinch. Well ſaid, old one! 


Silky. Not leſs than twenty thouſand ä A ju 
3 rant half! TY 6. 


Goldfench. Why you're a good one! 


Silky. That would ſecure ſomething,. and we would 
ſnack! 


Ga inch. Dammee you 're a deep one!. 
| Ah, ha, ha, ha! Do yow think I as Mr. Gold» 
3 ch—8 gned on a ſtamp ! 

4 know a:thing or two! 

8755 5 ha, ha, ha! Do you think I do, Mr. Gold- 
finch 

Gold finch. You can teach em to bite the bubble ! 
Silky. Ah, ha, ha, hat Yow joke, Mr. Goldfinch, {do 
joke ! 

a Goldfinch. But the devil will have you at Iaft 

Silky. Lord forbid, Mr. Goldfinch ! Don't ory ag? 

—[ hate the devil, Mr. Goldfinch; indeed I do! I hate 
the name of him! Heaven keep me out of his ficry 
clutches ! 

Goldfinch. No: he has you ſafe cnongh.! Bait Bis mp 
but with a guinea, and he is-ſure to find you nibblin 

Silly. Don't talk about the devil, Mr. Goldfinch ! * 
don tt But think about the widow :. ſecure ber. 

Goldfinch. I muſt have the coal though this evening ? 

Silky. Don't loſe a moment, Mr. Goldfinch ! 


Coldfuch. Muft not loſe the Eclipſe colts! 


Silky, 
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* Silky. Paw, Mr. Goldfinch, think leſs of the cofis WP? 
more of the widow ! Get her promiſe i in black and white! 
[ Goldfinch going. ; 
Gold nch. ¶ Tarn: Tellee I muſt have em! 
_ Silky. All will then be ſafe! 
_ PRE Muſt have em. | [Exeunt. 


ACT III. 
SCENE I, The Houſe of the Widew Warten. 


Jenny and Sophia meeting. 


Jenny. 


On. miſs! 1 have got ſomething for you! 
Sophia.. Something for me !! What is it? What is it?“ 
Ferny. (Her hand behind her] What will you give me? 
Sophia, Oh I'll give you / Feeling in her pocket )—La, I've 
got no money! But I'll give you. a kiſs and owe you ſix- 
ce; 
* No.. A ſhilling without the kiſs. 
Sophia,. Well, well, a ſhilling. 
Jenny. There then. "Grin ber a ſmall parcel. 
Sophia. La! What is it? {Reads ) To Miſs Sophia 
© Freelove.” And ſuch a beautiful ſeal!, It's a pity to 
ce it. Opening the paper) La! Nothing but a plum-- 
e! 


Is _ all? 5 | 

N nfidering ) Ecod!—Ha, ha, * ha, ha! I. 

do Gia. ure as ſixpence it is!—It1 Is !— | 
Jenny. Is what?” 


Sophia.. Oh la, it is! 
Jeuny. What's the matter with the girl? 


Sophia. Ecod, Jenny, 1 it ĩs the moſt curious plum - eake 


you ever ſaw ! 


Fenny, 1 ſee nothing curious about 101 
Sophia. 
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Sophia. Oh but you. ſhall ſee! Give me a knife Oh 
no, that would ſpoil all! Look you, Jenny, look Do 
but look ! { Breaks open the cake and finds a valentine) Ha, 
ha, ha, ha! I told you ſo! The ſweet, dear (Re it) 
Did you ever ſee ſuch a plum-cake in your whole lite, 
Jenny And look here! ¶ Opening the valentine Oh, bow 
utiful!— The ſhape of a honey-ſuckle 1 What ſhould 


that mean? And two doves cooing ! But here . Here 
the writing. | 


The woodbine ſweet, and turtle dove 
Are t of chaſte and faithful love. 


Ah! Were ſuch peace and truth bat mine, 
I'd gladly be your Valentine! | 


{ Repeating) Were ſuch peace and truth but mine! La 
now, Mr, Dornton, you know they are yours ! 
Jemy. So, ſo! Mr. Dornton ſends you valentines, 
miſs ? 9 
Scphia. Oh yes, Jenny! He is the kindeſt, ſweeteſt, 
hand ſomeſt gentleman ! | | 
Jen. You muſt give me that valentine, miſs. 
Sophia. Give it you ! | | 
Jenny. Ves; that I may ſhew it your mamma. 
Sophia, Indeed but don't you think it! I would not 
ily you this tiny bit of paper, no, not for a diamond as 
ig—as big as the whole world !—And if you were to tell 
ma', and ſhe were to take it from me, I'd never love you, 
nor forgive you, as long as I live! 2 | 
Fenn. Oh but indeed, miſs, I'm not obliged to keep 
ſecrets for nothing ! ne hee Nod 

Sophia. Nah, Jenny, yon know I am very good to you. 
And here! - Here! Don't tell ma', and III give you this 
ſilver thimble. | | [Exit Jenm. 

Enter Widew Warren and Mr. Sulky. 

Widow. You are a very ſhocking perſon, Mr. Sulky ! 
The wild man of the woods broke looſe ! Do return to 
your keeper, good Orang Outang ; and don't go about to 
terrify children! | = xt 

Sully. I tell you, Madam, Mr. Milford is arreſted, 

Sophia. My brother?  - © * 

Sulty. Locked up at a bailiff's in the next ſtreet, 


Sophia, 
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Widow. And pray now what is that to me? 
Sully. Madam! 
' Widow. I am not arreſted. 
Sulky, Would you were! | 
' "Widow. Oh the ſavage! _ WOES #374 
Sully. The pitileſs only ſhould feet pain. The ſtony- 
hearted alone Gould be encloſed by walls of ſtone. | 
© Sophia. Don't be croſs with ma', Sir: I'm ſure ſhe'll 
releaſe my brother. 3 

Widew. You are ſure, minikin 

Sophia. Yes, ma'; for I am ſure no ſoul on earth would 
ſuffer a fellow. creature to he and pine to death, in a fright- 
ful dark dungeon, and fed with bread and water ! 

Szlky. Your late huſband recommended the payment of 
his ſon's debts. PIES 

Widxw. Recommended 

Sulky, Yes. | 

Widew. But leaving it to my own prudence, 

Sulkty. More's the pity. | +4 

Widow. Which prudence I ſhall follow. 

Sully. It will be the firſt time in your life Vou never 
yet followed prudence,..you- always ran before it. 
Sophia. Nah come, dear ma', I am ſure you have a 
pitiful heart! I am ſure you could not reſt in your bed if 

my poor brother was in priſon ! 
idow. Hold your prattle, child ! ö 

Sophia.. Ah! I'm ſure you'll make him happy, and pay 

Ris debts 


Ls 


Widow. Why, Jenny? CCalling. 
Sully. Vou won't? | 
Widow. } 9 [Enter Jenny. 


Sophia, La, dear Sir, have patience— | 

' » Sxlky.. You are an angel! — And you are! Exit. 
Soph; Pray, pray, Sir, do ſtay! [Exit following. 
Widew. I am glad the monſter is gone! He is a very 

mtolerable perſon ! Pray, Jenny, how did it happen that 

Mr. Denton went away withont ſeeing me 2 


Enter Servant and Mr. Silky. 
Servant. Mr. Silky, Madam. yo 
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_ Widow. Leave us, Jenny. { Exit Jenny) So, Me. S 
What is this very urgent buſineſs rf wg 
Silly. (Looking round) Are we ſate, Madam? Will no- 
body A t us; nobody overhear us? 

Widow. No, no—But what is the meaning of all this 

| —— * 2 * A 

Silly. (After door and carefu awving 1 

Will 7 his To e's you know this writing, 

Madam? 

VVidw. Ah!—lIt is my old dear man's, I fee, 
Silky. You have heard of a will he left in France ? 
Widow. Pſhaw! Will indeed? He left no o will: 

Silky, Yes, he did, madam. 
Widow. I won't believe it! He loved me too well to rob 

2 of ſingle guinea! Poor ſimple ſoul! I was his dar- 
8¹ 


Silky. His darling, madam?—With your permiſſion, I 


will juſt read a ſingle clauſe in which his ang! is men- 
tioned! Look, madam; it is the alderman's hand! {Reads} 
© But as I have ſometimes painfully ſufpected the exceſſive 
© affection which my ſaid wife, Winifred Warren, pro- 
feſſed for me during my decline, and that the ſolemn pro- 
© teftations ſhe made never to marry again, ſhould ſhe ſur- 
vive me, were both done with ſiniſter views, it is my 
will, that, ſhould ſhe marry, or give a legal pr idr 
« marriage, written or verbal, that ſhe ſhall be cut off 
with an annuity of fix hundred a year; and the reſidue 
of my effects in that caſe to be equally divided between 
© my natural ſons John Milford, and my wife's a2 
Sophia Fr 
Widow. Six 2 a year! An old dotard! « To 
imagine that a woman of my elegant ideas could exiſt on 
* {ix hundred a year!” Brute! Monſter! I hate him now 
as —_— as when he was alive! But pray, Sir, how came 
you by this will? 
Silky; Why it was odd enough! And yet ras ee 
My name is Silky, Madam 
22 Well? 
Silky. And you know the executor's name is Sulky—— 
Widow. Well ? 
Silly. The | gunfleman, that delivered it only made a wif: 
1 8 
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take of a letter, and gave it to Mr. Silky inftead of te 
Mr. Sulky! ! | et 
Widow. And where is that gentleman ? 
Silky. Ah, poor man !—He is dead ! 
Widow, Dead ? ef 
Silky. And gone !—Was taken ill the very night he 
rted from me, went to his hotel, was put to bed in a 
igh fever, and carried off in leſs than a week. 
Widow. And does Mr. Sulky know of this will being 
delivered ? 3 | 
Silky, Not a ſyllable! It's all cloſe and ſmooth! 
Widow. So much the better—Come, give it me, and 
Silky. Excnſe me there, Madam! I can't do that! 
Widow. Why ſo? ng 
Silky. My conſcience won't let me! I muſt provide for 
my family ! ; > 
Widow, And pray what proviſion is this will to make 
for your family, Mr. Silky? 7 
Silky. Why, Madam, I have a propoſal—You know 
the power of your own charms! 
Ne. Lorry Which I believe is more than yon do, Mr. 
Silly, Hah! Don't ſay ſo, Madam! Don't ſay fo! 
Would I were a handſome, rich and well-born youth !— 
But you know Mr, Goldfinch?—Ah, ha, ha, ha! I could 
tell you a ſecret! 4 
Widow. What, that he is dying for me, I ſappoſe ? 
Silky. Ah!—So ſmitten !—Talks of nothing elſe ! 
Widow. And is that any ſecret, think you? 
Silky. The alderman, I find, died worth more than a 
plum and a half— 
Widow. Well? 
\ Silky. I have talked the matter over with my friend, 
Mr. Goldfinch; and he thinks it but reaſonable, that, 
for a ſecret of ſo much importance, which would almoſt 
ſweep the whole away, I ſhould receive one third. 
Widow, Fifty thouſand pounds, Mr. Silky? 
Silky, I can't take leſs, 
FO * Why you are a greater rogue than even I thought 
OU 5 
: Silky. Lord, Madam, it's no roguery! It's only a know- 
ledge of the world! A young buſband with e ar 
| 0 | 
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thouſand pounds, or poor ſix hundred a year without any 
huſband! 

idea. You are a very rn miſer, Mr. Silky! 
A very repulſive ſort of a perſon! What heart you had is 
turned to ſtone! You are inſenſible of the power of a pair 
of fine eyes! But I have made a conqueſt that places me 
beyond your reach mean to marry Mr. Dorntun— 

Silly. (Surpriſed) What! Old Mr. Dornton, Madam? 

Widow, Old Mr. Dornton, man :I never ſaw the fi- 

ure in my life! No! The gay and gallant young Mr. 
Doo! he pride of the city, and the lawful monarch 
of my bleeding heart ! 

Silky, Ha, ha, ha! Young Mr. Dornton ! 

+ Widew. So you may take your will and light your fires 
with it! You will not make a penny of it in any other 
way. Mr. Sulky, the executor, is Mr. Dornton's part- 
ner, and when I marry Mr. Dornton he will never inflict 
the abſurd penalty. 14 | 
Silly. Ha, ha, ha! No, Madam! When you marry 
Mr, Dornton, that he certainly never will ! But if any 
accident ſhould happen to prevent the match, you will 
then let me hear from you? 

Widiw. Lord, good man! Don't mention the horrid 
idea! Do leave me to my delightful meditations! I would 
indulge in ſoft ſenſibility and dreams of bliſs ; and not be 
diſturbed by dead men's wills, or the ſordid extortions of 
an avaricious old rogue! 

Silky, Very well, Madam! The ſecret for the preſent 
remains between ourſelves! You'll be filent for your .own 
ſake! Only remember, ha, ha, ha! If you ſhould want 
me, I live at Number 40. My name is on the door, Ha, 
ha, ha! Mr. Dornton!—Good morning, Madam —Mr. 
Dornton! Ha, ha, ha!—You'll ſend it you ſhould want 
me ? [ Exit laughing. 

Widow. Jenny! (Calling. | 

[ Enter Jenny. 

Fenny, Ma'am! a | W | 

Widow, As I was ſaying, Jenny, pray how did it 
pen that Mr. Dornton went away 2 ſeeing me 2 


Ferny. Indeed, ma' am, I don't know. 
Widow, Cruel youth! | | 


Jenn. 
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Jenny. I'm ſure, ma'am, I wonder how you can life 
him better than Mr. Goldfinch ! 

Widow. Mr. Goldfinch is very well, Jenny—But Mr. 
Dornton! Oh incomparable! | 

Jenny. J am ſure, ma'am, if I was a rich lady, and a 
handſome lady, and a ſine lady, like you, I ſhould ſay 
Mr. Goldfinch for my money! A | 

Widew. Should you, Jenny ?—Well, I don't know— 
{ Languiſhing.) | 

Goldfinch. (Without ) Tellee I maſt ſee her. 

Widow. As I live, here he comes !—He is ſuch a boi- 
ſterous perſon | ¶ Goes to the glaſs) How do I look, Jenny? 
I proteſt my face is of all colours | 

Jeuny. {Significantly after examining) You bad better 
go up to your toilette for a minute. E434 

Widow. That ſmooth-tongued old extortioner has put 
me into ſuch a flutter—Don't let him go, Jenny. 

Fenny. Never fear, ma'am. | 


ideau. T'll not ſtay too long. Exit. 
Euter Goldfiach, his Clothes „ Hat, and Boots dirtied by a 
| | Fall. 


Goljeuch. Here I am Alf alive. 
Jenny. Dear! What's the matter? 
Goldfinch; Safe and ſound ! Fine kick up 
Jenny. Have you been thrown ? | ; 
Goldfinch. Pirched fave-and-twenty feet into a ditch— 
Souſe ! 295! By 
Fey. Dear me! | | | | : 
Goldfinch. Pretty commence !—No matter—Limbs 
whole Heart ſound — That's my ſort ! | 
y. Where did it | | 
Sal., Bye 2 of Iflington—Had them 
tight in hand too—Came to a ſhort turn and a narrow 
hane—Up flew a damned dancing-maſter's umbrella— 
Bounce—Off they went—Road repairing—Wheelbarrow 
in the way—Craſh—Out flew I—Whiz —Fire flaſhed — 
Lay ſtunned Got up Looked fooliſh—Shafts broke 
Snarler and Blackguard both down Black- and- all- black 
paying away, pannels ſmaſhed, traces cut, Snarler lamed, 
Jenny. Terrible 
Galdfinch, Damned mad! Curſed a few, cut up ws 
/ an - 
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and -M- hlack, horſewhipped Tom, took coach and drove 
here like a devil in a whirlwind ! 

Jenny. Tis very well your neck's not broke | 

Goldfinch. Little ſtiff— No matter—Damn all dancing- 
maſters and their umbrellas! _ 

Jenny. You had better have been here, Mr. Goldfinch. 
You ftand ſo long ſhilly ſhally, that you'll be cut out at 
laſt, If you had but a licence now in your 1 I'd, 
undertake-to have you married in half an hour ! 

Goldfinch. Do you think ſo ? 

Fe. Think? I'm fare on't. | 

Gela inch. — I'll poſt away and get one—Muſt 
not loſe her ; the up if I 101—Mauſt ve her !—Be 
true to me, and Fl ſec — you the hundred ! Pu be back 
from the Commons in a ſmack ! 


Enter the Widow Warren. 


Gold inch. Ah! Widow! Here am I! Runs up to = 
Lies her boifterouſly, and dirties her clothes. ) 

Ilidow. I proteſt, Mr. Goldfinch—! Was ever the 
like! Looking at herſelf.) 

Goll inch. Never wind, bruſh off—T'm the lad !—Been 
to Hatchet's—Beſpoke the wedding-coach. 

Widow. But—Sir— 

Geldfinch. Pannels ſtripe painted Hammer- cloth fringed 
— Green and white—Curtains feſtooned—Patent wheels 
Silver furniture—All flaſh—Light as a bandbox— 
Trundle and ſpin after my greys like a Tandem down hill 
—Paſs—Shew 'em the road—Whurr—Whizz-gig } — 
That's your ſort ! 

Widow. It will be ſuperb ! 

Goldftnch., Superb? (With contempt )—Tellee it will be 
the . -The go—the ſtare—the gape— the gaze l— 
The rich widow and the tight one !—There they go !— 
Away they bowl !—That's your ſort ! 

- You have a taſte for theſe things, Mr. Gold- 
+." 

Goldfinch, Taſte ! Believe I have—Who more ?—Phae- 
ton and Curricles, Parks and Pleaſure-grounds—Up hill 
and down— High-ways and bye-ways—['m the boy that 
ſhall drive you 

Widiw. Pardon me, Mr. Goldfinch ; if a certain event 

were 
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were by the wiſe diſpoſition of Providence to take Place, 
I ſhould think proper to drive. [ <2: 

Goldfinch, You drive 4 7 you do, damn me! 

Widew. Sir! 

Gola nch. I'm chriſtened arid called Charles—Chatles 
Goldfinch—The knowing Lad that's not to be had.— 
Winter and Summer — Fair weather and foul—Low ruts 
or no ruts Never take a falſe quarter No, no, Widow 
I drive—Hayait !—Ah !— Ah! Get on —St—St— 
Touch White- foot in the flank — Tickle Snarler in the ear 
—Cut up the Velper— Take out a fly's W 
erack — That's your fort! !:! 

Widow, J aſſure you, Mr. Goldfinch, you entertain 
very improper ſuppoſitions concerning | 

Goldfinch, Go for the 5 Gaing 

Widow. Nay but ſurely, 

Goldfinch. Go for hy "Uicerice—Refolyed—Taken it 
here. / Pointing to his forehead) ) 

Widow. If retroſpect and and affection threw no other 
obſtacles in the way - Yet the - the world Prudence. 

Goldfinch. The World emen _ Damn ny World 
— Damn Prudence, 

idea. Oh but, Sir— 

Goladfinch. The world nor body elſe has nokia to 
do with neither your prudence nor mine We'll be mar- 
ried immediately | 

Widew, Immediately, Mr. Goldfinch !—] —(Unde- 
cided ) 

Sold ſinch. What, you won't? _- 

Widow. Nay, Mr. Goldfinch—1—do not—abſolutely 
renunciate—But I—wiſh— 

Goldfinch, It was over Know you do- for the li 
cence 

Widcw. Pray Dear Mr. Goldfinch 

Goldfinch. Go for the licence, I tellee. 

Mida. Only a word 

Golifinch. To the wiſe—T'm he- Go for the licence 
That's your ſort ! [ Exit. 

Widew, Mr. Goldfinch | —I W — [ Exit following. 


Scene 
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| . changes to the Houſe of Dornton. 
Mr. Dornton and Mr. Smith. mT” f 
ERS. Still the en the ſame crowd, We. 
mith ? 


Mr. Smith, Much the ſame, Sir: the hone never 7 
perienced a day like this ! Mes Salley thinks we ſhall never. 
get through. | a 

Dornton, Is Milford taken? | T2 

Mr. Smith. Yes, Sir. 

Dornton. Unprincipled prodigsl! My * owes his ruin 
to him alone, But he ſhall ſuffer! 

Mr. Smith. My young maſter's tradeſmen are waiting. 

Dornton. Bid them come in. {Exit Mr. Smith) All my 
ewn fault, my own fond folly! Denied him nothing, en- 
couraged him to ſpend; and now the unnatural father can 
coolly think of turning him on the wide pitileſs world; 
there to ſtarve, pine in a priſon, rot in n among 
agues, rheums and loathſomeneſs. 


Re-enter Mr, Smith followed by Tradeſmen. 
Mr. Smith. This way, gentlemen ! 
Dornton. Zounds ! What an army !—A vile choughtleſs 


A Ves, yes, miſery be his portion; he merits 
it 


, 


* 


Euter Servant. 


1 {To Mr. Dornton) You are wanted is the 
counting-houſe, Sir. 

Dornton. Very well. I'll be with you in a moment, | 
gentlemen—Abandoned ſpendthritt ! | 

[ Exit followed by Mr. Smith. | 

Firft T. I don't like all this! What does it mean? 110 

Second J. Danger | 

Third 7. He has been a good cuſtomer—None of out 
punctual paymaſters, that look over their accounts. 1! 

Fir 7. Oh, a different thing! Nothing to be got bb - WW 
them—Always take care to affront them. 

Second T. Perhaps it is a trick of the old gentleman, to 
inſpect into our charges, 


Thir, 4 5 
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Third T. I don't like N hear of any tax than 
of taxing my bill. 

Firſt - Nomad Tradeſmen n to underſtand theſe 
things, and allow z reafonable profit | 

Second T. Can't have leſs than 1 for retail 
credit trade ! 

- Thixd TJ. 'To be ſure not; if a man would live in fyle, 
and ſave a fortune as he ought. 

Fin T. Huſh ! Mind — All deviliſh hard run 

Omnnet. Certainly ! 

Fim 7. Not a guinea in the aan morrow s 

Saturday — lem 


Re-enter Mr. Dornton. 
22 Your ſervant, gentlemen, your ſervant. Pray 


how 1 it that you bring your accounts in here? 


Fin received notice, Sir. 
Dornton. You have none of you any demands upon me? 
Firſt J. Happy to ſerve you, Sir. 

Second T. We ſhall be all glad of your cuſtom, Sir. 

Omnet. All, all! 

Dornton. And do you come expecting to be paid? 

Fin T. Money, Sir, is always agreeable? 

Second T. Tradeſmen find it a ſcarce commodity | 

Third T. Bills come round quick 

Fourth T. Workmen muſt eat 

Second J. For my part, I always give a gentleman, who 
is a gentleman, his own time. 

. Dornton. I underſtand you !—And what are you, Sir, 
who ſeem to ſtand apart from the reſt ? 

Hejier. A hoſier, Sir. I am unworthy the company of 
theſe honeſt gentlemen, who live in ſtyle. I never affront 
a punctual paymaſter, not I: and, what they will think 


ſtrange, I get more by thoſe who do look over their bills, 


than thofe who do not ! 
Firſt T. Humph ! 
Second T. Blab ! [ Afede. 
Third T. Shab ! 
Dornton. And what may be the amount of your bill, 


Sir? 


Hofier. A trifle, for which I have no right to aſk, 
Dorntan. No right ! What do you mean: 
Hofier. 
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Hafer. Yout ſon, Sir, made me what I am; redeemed 

me and my family from ruin ; and it would be an ill re- 

quital of his goodneſs to come here, like a dun, at ſuch a 

time as this ; when I would rather, if that could help him, 
give him every ſhilling L have in the world. 

- Dornton, Would you? Would you? {Greatly affected. 


you ou like an honeſt man !—But what do you do here 
then | 


Hifier. Mr. Dornton, Sir, knew I ſhould be unwilling 
to come, and ſent me word he would never ſpeak to me 
more if I did not; and, rather than offend him, Lwould 
even come here on a buſineſs like this. BUD ey 
Dornton. (Shakes him by the hand) You are an honeſt 
21 An unaccountable—! And ſo Harry has been your 

Hofer. Ves, Sir; a liberal-minded friend; for he. lent 
NY's though I was ſincere enough to tell him of hi 
faults. | 

Dornton. Zounds, Sir! How came you to be a weaver 
of ſtockings ? | 1 7 

Hefier. I don't know, Sir, how I came to be at all; I 
only know that here I am. | 

Dernton. A philoſopher! | | 

Hafer. I am not fond of titles, Sir—I'm a man. 

Dornton. Why is it not a ſhame, now, that the ſoul of 
Socrates ſhould have crept and hid itſelf in the body of a 
ſocking-weaver ? Give me your bull! 

Hoffer. Excuſe me, Sir. 25 : | 
| — Give me your bill, I tell you! I'll pay this bill 

myſelf. 

Hofer. I cannot, muſt not, Sir. 

Dornton. Sir, I inſiſt on Enter Harry Dornton)} So, 
Sir! ( Turning angrily round) Why have you aſſembled theſe 
people into ok debt you have diſhoneſtly run, wanting 
the power to pay; and who have as diſhoneſtly truſted you, 

hoping to profit exorbitantly by your extravagance ? 

Harry. Oh, Sir, you don't know them! They are a 
very complaiſant, indulgent kind of people. Are not you 
gentlemen? 

Firft 3 Certainly, Sir. 

Omnes. Certainly. 5 1 

Harry. Be kind enough to wait a few minutes without, 

D my 


50 THE ROAD TO RUIN. 


y very good friends. (Exeunt Tradeſmen.) Mr. Wil- 
liams— Tales his hand) | 
Hater. Sir — | Exit, 
Dornton. How dare you introduce this ſwarm of locuſts 
here? How dare you? | 
Harry. (With continued good humour ) Deſpair, Sir, is a 
dauntleſs hero. p 1 5 
Dornton. Have you the effrontery to ſuppoſe that I can 
or ſhall pay them?—What is it you mean ? 
Harry. To let you ſee I have creditors, 
Dornion, Cheats! Bloodſuckers! 
Harry. Some of them: but that is my fault—They muſt 
ornton. Paid! | | 
Harry. The innocent muſt not ſuffer for the guilty, 
Dornton. You will die in an alms-houſe! 
Harry. May be ſo; but the orphan's and the widow's 
' curſe ſhall not meet me there! | 
Dornton. Harry !—Zounds! {Checking his fondneſs } 
Paid! Whom do you mean to rob? 
Harry. My name is Dornton, Sir. 
Dornton. Are you not? (Wanting words.) 
Harry. Yes, Sir, | 
Dorntou. Quit the room) Begone! 
Harry. You are the beſt of men, Sir, and I—! But I 
hate whining. Repentance is a pitiful ſcoundrel, that ne- 
ver brought back a fingle yeſterday. Amendment is a 
fellow of more mettle—But it is too late—Suffer I ought, 
and ſuffer I muſt—My debts of honour diſcharged,-do not 
let my tradeſmen go unpaid. 
Dornton. You have ruined me! | 
Harry. The whole is but five thouſand pounds! 
Dornton. But? The counter is loaded with the deſtruc- 
tion you have brought upon us all! 
Harry. No, no-I have been a ſad fellow, but not even 


my extravagance can ſhake this houſe, n E 


Enter Mr, Smith, in conflernation, 


Mr. Smith. Bills are pouring in ſo faſt upon us we ſhall 
never get through! | 8 
Harry. ¶ Aftound ſcixed almoſt with horror) What! — 
What is that you ſay? | 
ä . Mr, Smith. 


— 
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Mr. Sith, We, hav 12 our light gold ſo often over 


that the people are very ſu 

Dornton. Pay it no more I Sen! it inſtantly for what it 

is worth, diſburſe the laſt guinea, and ſhut up the doors! 

Harty. (Taking Mr. Smith aſide s with terror} Are you 
ſerious ? 

Mr. Smith. Sir! | 

' Harry, (With dreadful angnys ) Are ary ſerious, I ſay ?— 
ls it not ſome trick to u ſe upon me? 

Ar. Smith. Look into the ſhop, Sir, and convince your- 
ſelf If we have not a ſupply in half an hour we muſt 
ſto ! ; [ Exit. 

Harry. (Willy) Tol de rol—My father !=-Sir! / Turn- 
ing away) Is it poſſible ?—Diſgraced ?—Ruined ?--In re- 
ality ruined ?—By me?—Are theſe things fo ?—(Momen- 
tary fury) Tol de rol-— 

Dornton. Harry !—How you look !—You frighten me! 

Harry. (Starting) It ſhall be done! 

Dornton. What do you mean ?—Calm yourſelf, Harry] ! 

Harry. Ay! By Heaven! 

Doruton. Hear me, Harry! 

Harry. This inſtant! [Going )* 

Dornton. C alling Harry! | 

Harry. Don't droop! / Returning) Don't deſpair! LI 
find xt "© M2 {fide ) Firſt to my friend - He cannot fail? 


But if he ſhould!—Why ay, then to Megzra!—lI will 
* marry her, in ſuch a cauſe, were ſhe fifty widows and fifty 


furies! + 
Doruton. Calm yourk If, Harry! 
Harry.-I am calm! Very calm It ſhall be done 


Don't be dejeted— You are my father You were the firſt | 


of men in the firſt of cities—Revered by the gobd; and 
reſpected by the great—You flouriſhed proſperoully !— — 
Hot you had aſon !-—I remember it! | 

. Dornton. Why do you roll your eyes, Fury | 

Harry. 1 won't be long away ! _ 

Dornton, Stay where you are, Harry! 7 Catching his 
band) All will be well! I am very happy ! Do not leave 
ary am very happy Indeed I am, Harry !—Vety 

PPY 
Harry. Tol de rol—Heaven bleſs you, Sir! You are a 
worthy gentleman! —['ll not be long! 

wu: D 2 Dorntan. 
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8 Tarp Fe N 0 yi. 76111 
N 4 7 Enter à Clerk. N ea 871 
_ Clerk, Mr. Smith, Sir, deſires to know whether we may 
ſend to the Bank for a thouſand pounds worth of ſilver. 
Harry. { Furiouſly) No, ſcoundrell © 
3 | Breaks away and Exit. 
: Dornton, (Calling and almoſt ſobbing ) Harry!-—Harry! 
—T am very happy !—Harry Dornton! [In a kind of fin- 
for) J am very happy !—Very happy! [Exit following. 


SCENE changes to the Houſe of Mr. Silky. 


Mr, Silky and Jacob. 


Silky. Mr. Goldfinch not called yet, Jacob? 
Jacob. No, Sir. 8 
Silky, Nor any meſſage from the widow ? 
Jacob. No, Sir. { Knocking heard.) © . 
Silky. See who knocks, Jacob! [Exit Jacob.) I dare 

ſay it is one or t'other! They muſt come to me at laſt! 


Enter Harry Dornton in wild haſte, following Jacob. 


Harry. (Entering) Are you ſure he is at home? ; 
Face. He is here, Sir. I Exit. 
Harry, Mr. Silky— / Panting. ) 
Silky, Ah! My dear Mr, Dornton, how do you do?— 

I hope you are very well! I am exceedingly. glad to ſee 
vou! This call is ſo kind, ſo condeſcending : It gives me 
infinite pleaſure! _ e 

Harry. Mr. Silky, you muſt inſtantly grant me a favour! 

Silly. A favour! What is it? How can I ſerve you ? 
I would run to the world's end. N a1 

Harry. Vou muſt exert your whole friendſhip! ! 

_ Silky, Friendſhip, Sir? Say duty! Twas you that mad 
a man of me! I ſhould have been ruined, in the Bench, I 
know not where or what, had you not come forward and 
ſupported me at the critical moment ! And now I can defy 
the world! y t | | 

Harry, ( Impatiently) Hear me! I know you can. 

Silky. Oh yes! The ſum you lent me, a lucky ſpecu- 
lation, five years of continual good fortune, and other 
little lifts have made me— ! I won't ſay as; <= 
| { | ather 
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father and perhaps r 1 Ne 
I'll ſhew. my head with the, proudeſt of e * * | 

Harry. Why then I ani a frigate man.l.- * 

. Silky, To be ſure you are! How can I ſerve you ? What | 
5 Make me happy! | 

. You can reſcue me from phrenſy ! 

5 0 Can II- I am proud! Infinitely happy !—What? 
How Tam a lucky fellow”! Tell me which way ?—Where 
can I run? What can Ido? | 

Harry. ¶ Dreading ) The requeſt | is ſerious—t ! 

- Silky,” So much Ke So much the better m 
would I ſerve, if not you? Nou! The ſon of the firſt 
man in the city | | 
' Harry. (Wildly) Vou miſtaxe! | 

_ Silky, L don't! You are, you A Dornton and Co. 
may challenge the world, the FROM of chevy 8 perhaps ex- 


Harry, Our houſe is in dr ger of Ropping payment! | 
' Silky. Sir Stop payment W |: 
Hs. My ſollies are the cauſe ! | 
Silky, Stop payment ? 
Harry. 1 ye not been uſed to aſk fayoun—but— | 
Cy. Stop payment! | 
Harry. Scorn me, curſe me, bann me, but ſave wy | 
father D. 
| Silky. Do. barret! | | | 
Harry. What means this alteration I in your countenance? | 
Silky. Oh dear, no! Ha, ha, ha! Not in the leaſt! Ha, | 
ha, ha, I aſſure you, I. I. IS | 
Harry. I have told you our ſituation. Yourſelf and | 
two other friends muſt jointly ſupport my father, by ye your 
credit, to the 973g of fifty thouſand pounds Mark | 
me !--Muft ! > | 
Silky, Fifty 8 pounds, Mr. Dornton ! Fifty | 
thouſand p nds! Are you dreaming? Me?. Fifl thouſand | 
—— e? Or half the ſum? Or a fifth o * | 
e! 
Harry. Prevaricating "IE TIRE Hear me, Sir! 
Silky. (In fear ) Ves, Sir! 
e I muſt be "> Burfling out ) Are you not a! 


ſay 


* . 
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I ſay—Sir—You have yourſelf informed me of your abi- 
tity, and I muſt infiſt, obſerve, Sir! T inſiſt on your im- 
mediate performance of this act of duty! 

Silky, Duty, and fifty thouſand pounds ! Are you mad, 
_ 1 ? Are you mad? Or do you think me 
ma 

Harry. I think 1 the baſeſt of wretches! | 

Silky. Nay, Dornton, I would do any thin 
ſerve you! Any thing, I 8 to heaven k—Woul by 
any where, ran 

Harry, Of my errands, wipe my hoes! Any dirty me- 
nal office that coft you nothing And this you call ſhew- 
wg your gratitude ? | 

Silky, Is it not, Mr. Dornton? 

Harry. { His anger ti ſing And vin you give no help is | 
the houſe ? 7 

Silky. Nay, Mr. Doran beg 

Harty, After the favours you have been for years re- 
ceiving, the profeſſions you have been daily making, 4 
the wealth you have by theſe means been houtly 7 
Will you not, Sir? 

_ { Retreating ) Nay, Mr. Doraton= ! = 

. Will you not, Sir? 
Silly, Don't hurt a poor old man! I can't! =; 

Harry. ( Seizing, ſoaking him, ms mo bin from | 
Din) Scoundrel! : Exit. 

Silky. Bleſs my heart Stop * Abe houſe of 
Dornton!—Fifty thouſand pounds I declare I am all of 
a tremble ! James! William! | | 


Enter tauo C Erk. 


Have we any bills on the houſe of Dornton 2. 
Firſt Clerk, J have juſt been examining the books, Sir. 
We have bills to the amount of — | 
Silty. How much? How much? A thouſand pounds? 
Fi Clerk. Three, Sir. | 
Silky. Three Three thouſand — my heart! 
Firſt Clerk. We heard the news the very moment after 
young Mr. Dornton came in! 
Silty. Run, pay the bills away! 
Firſt Clerk, Where, Sir? 
Silky. Any where! * body will take em! Run wn 
them 


- 
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them to my dear friend, Mr. Smallware ; it ic too far for 
him to have heard of the craſh, Begone! Don't leave 
him! Give my very beſt reſpects to him! He will oblige 
me infinitely! Fly | {Exit Firft Clerk.) And go you, 
James, to the clearing houſe, and get it whiſpered among 
the clerks. 'Then, if there are any of Dornton's bills to 
be bought at fifty per cent. diſcount, let me know. I will 
buy up all I can—/ Exit Clerk ) It's, a ſafe ſpeculation ; L 
know the houſe ; there muſt be a good round W . 
xil. 


ACT IV. 2 1 
SCENE I. The Houſe of the Nidau Warren. 


Enter Jenny followed by Harry Dornton, <uba with an op- 
preſſed Heart, but half drunk with Wine and Paſſion, af+ 
ſumes the appearance of wild and exceſſive Gaiety, f 


Harry. j | 
AWAY, Handmaid of Hecate! Fly ! 11 
Jenny. Lord, Sir, you don't mean as you ſay! 
Harry. Will you begone, Cerberea Invite my God- 
deſs to deſcend in a golden ſhower, and ſuddenly relieve 
theſe racking doubts. | 

Jenny. Goddeſs !—I knew you meant Miſs Sophy ! 

Harry. Prime tormentrix to the Furies, begone! 

Jenny. What, Sir, to my old miſtreſs ? 

Harry. Hear you ?—Yes! I want an old miftreſs, with 
her old gold, inſtantly to relieve an injured old man Tol 
de rol—Vaniſh, daughter of Nox! Tell her what a gay 
and love-ſick humour I am in—Tol de rol, | 


Euter Widow; and Exit Jenny, diſſatisfied. 
Widow. (Smiling) Mr. Dornton ! | $f ok 
Harry. Widow !— Here am I!—Phaeton the ſecond . 
hurled from my flaming car! I come burning with fierce 
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defires, devoutly bent on committing the deadly fin of 
——_— May theſe things be? Speak, my ſaving An- 
gel! | | | 

Widow. Fie upon you! How can you throw one into 
ſuch an inſuperable trepidation of ſpirits ? | 

Harry. Will you have me?—Pronounce but the bleſſed 
Yes, and I am thine for ever and for aye. 

Widow, Dear Mr. Dornton—! Vou— 

Harry. Ay, ay—I know very well The formal No, 
the crimſon bluſh, the half-conſenting ſide- glance, the 
heſitating Yes, the palpitation violent We'll ſuppoſe them 
all— There, there! —I have ated them over, and the par- 
ſon's tragical farce is going to begin! 

Widow. Nay, but—! r. Dornton—! 

Harry. Do not imagine, amiable widow, that I am 
mad! No, no, no!—(With a hyſteric laugh ) Only a little 
flighty—Left my father furiouſly, drank three bottles of 
Burgundy franticly, flew in amorous phrenſy to the attack, 
and will carry the $00 or die on the ſpot Powder and 
poiſon await my choice; and let me tell you, ſweet wi- 
dow, I am a man of my word, So you'll have me, won't 

G | 
F Widow. Oh, Mr. Dornton—! 
- Harry. Why you would not ſee my father periſh ! Would 
you? And me expire! Would you? 

Widow. Am I ſo very cruel? | 

Harry. Then ſay Yes!=Yes, or—Piſtols—Daggers 
Cannon balls! = | 

Widow. Yes, Sir, yes, yes! WA ; 

Harry. Hold, fair widow! Kind widow, hold! Be not 
raſh!—1I am the verieſt villain!—Avoid me!—A ruined ! 
hut that were indeed a trifle—My father! Him! Him 
have I ruined! Heard you that? Bring forth your hoards! 
Let him once more be himſelf, and bid me kiſs the duſt! 

Widow. ( Afide ) Elegant youth! Aloud) Ah you flat- 
terer! I own you have been a little—wild, but— 

Harry. A little! Oh! Ha, ha, ha! Widow, I am a ſad 
fellow !—A damned ſad dog!—I tell you I have ruined 
my father—A prince of fathers! Who, had I not been a 
raſcal, would have given me his ſoul! And I have ruined 
him! — Ruined him!—Beware of me! Hy me !— Yet 
ſhould you? —Riſe Imps of night! Deep have I * 7 

| n 
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find ſome means to ſave a father from deſtruction, and 1 
will kees my oath, though—! 

Widow. Oh fie! How can you terrify one ſo? 

| Harry. And wilt thou, widow, be his ſupport? - Eager- 
5 Wilt thou? 

Widow. Cruel queſtion! How can I deny? | 

Harry. Immortal bleſſings be upon thee ! My father ! 

Widow. Will be all rapture to hear—! | 

Harry. Will he?—Words of comfort! —Will he 1 
buxom, fair, and bounteous dame, whoſe treaſures can reſ- 
tore his tottering fortunes to their wonted ſplendour! Ha! 
Will he? Will he? 

Midiau. Certainly, Mr. Dornton, he cannot be diſplea- 
ſed at ſuch a choice. 

Harry, (Shakes his head) Ah, ha, ha, ha! (Sight You 
don't know my father! A range, affeRtionate—! That 
loves me—! Oh! He—! And you ſee how I uſe him! 
You ſee how I uſe him! But no matter—Tol de rol— 
We'll be married to-night. 

Widow. Oh fie! 


Harry. Ay, my Madona! To-night's the day—The 


ſooner ho better—'Tis to reſcue a father, blithſome wi- 
dow! A father! To fave him have I fallen in love Re- 
member—Sin with open eyes, widow—Money—1 muſt 
have money— Early in the morn, ere counters echo with 
the ring of gold, fifty thouſand muſt be raiſed. 
Widew. It ſhall, Mr. Dornton. 
H. Why, ſhall it? Shall it? S again, beautiful 
8 Shall it ? pk ego 
Widow. Dear Mr. Dornton, it nal. 
. Harry. Tol de rol—He ſhall live! He ſhall ſmile! 
Again his heart ſhall feel joy !—Oh my bland and bonny 
nies | ! (Partily finging) My widow fair and debonair 
Keep thy word Let but my father be himſelf, and I 
am thine! Body and foul thine ! 
Widow.. and are you really—? Oh, no !—No—/ Co- 
quettifhly) You are not in love? | 
Harry. Fathom and half, poor Tom ! 
And wel love by day, and we'll live by night— | 
BY inging and Agbirg. 
Wich a hey and a ho and a heigho, widow ! 
* D 5, I have 
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I have drunk Bur ndy—To your health, en 
Amazon !—Burgundy ! 


For I wanted the grace [Singe, 
Of a bold villain's face, 

To prevail, with heigho, | 

On a buxom widow, [ Kiſſes her, 


Widow. (Coguetting ) Fie! I ſhall hate you, if you are ſo 
fond of me! I ſhall | indeed But no—You are man! 
— Roving, faithleſs man! 

Harry. No, no! Fear not! Thou gracious widow, art 
my overflowing cup of conſolation—What! A father ſa- 
ved Remember! Fifty thouſand the firſt thing in the 
morning ? 

Widow. And would not a part this evening! 

Sill cogmetting. 
| 1 {Suddenly ) What fayeſt thou? - Oh, no - Whoo! 
= houſands— 

Videw. No: you are a naughty bad man, and I don't 
like you : I don't indeed—Elſe I have a trifling ſum. 
Harry. ( Eagerly How much? 

Widow. Six thouſand— 

— Hatry. Sax ? £080 

© Widow. Which I meant to have diſpoſed of, but. 

Harry. No, no! I'll diſpoſe of it, dear widow ! - 
(Kiffes her) ll Bios of it in a twinkling! {Elated } 
'Thou art my Goddeſs! Kies her again) By the faith of 
my body but I will thank thee— Yea thee will love excee- 
. dingly ! 
Widew. Oh fie! —No, you won't !-—Wilt you? 


A 


[ Languiſhingly. 
Harry. Will I? Sighs Shall J not be in duty bound? 
' Widow, No! - Vou can't love me. [More fomaly, 


Harry. Ha, ha, ha! My fair Pelican of Potoſi! Queen 
of Pattolus ! Doubt not my gratitude-—Let this and this 
Xing. 
Widow. Fie! You are a ſad ma- Ber I'll bring you 
a draft! 
Harry. Do, my blooming widow! Empreſs of the golden 
Alles, do! 
 Wigew. I tell you, you are a gery bad man I— But, 
remember, this trifle is for your e own ule, | 
4 Harry. 
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Harry. No my pearl unparalleled ! «"/ father's! My 
father's! My pocket is an infidious gulf, 
never more will guineas caſt, Save but my father, and T 


will kiſs the ground on which thou treadeſt, and live and 
breathe but on thy bounty! Self indignation. ) | Exit Widows 


At leaſt till time and fate ſhall means afford 
Somewhat to perform, worthy of man and me, 


Enter Jenny, peeping. 
Jenny. St! r 
Harry, Ah, ha! My merry maid of May! 5 
Jenny. I ſuppoſe you are waiting to fee miſs Sophy, now 
you have got rid of the old lady ? | 
Harry. Got rid of the old lady ?—Thou brazen pin- 
lacer! Thou virgin of nine-and-twenty years occupation! 


o. I have not got rid of the old lady! — The old lady is 


to be my blooming, youthful bride And I, happy youth, 
am written. and deſtined in the records of eternity her other 
half! — Before the ſtars were this marriage was decreed !— 
Heigho! ö 
Feuny. Lord, fir, what rapturation I But ſtay a little, 
and 1'll tell miſs Sophy her mamma wants her, here; ſo 
then—Huſh !—| Ferry retires, making a ſign, and 


Re-enter the Widow Warren. - | 
Widow. An't you a fad man?—Here's the draft, 


Harry. Thanks, my Sultana !—Thou ſhalt find me very 


grateful — Thou haſt bought and paid for me, and I am 


thine !—By fair and honeſt traffic thine !— This halcyon 


night the prieſt, pronuncing conjurations dite 
Wid:zw Fie! I won't look at you! 
Harry. Ay, to- night we'll marry ; ſhall we not? 
Widow. I'll not anſwer you a word! Enter Sophia ſtip- 


ingly, but /tops ſhort) You are a dangerous man! Sitting 


down aud coquetting How dare you talk to me of to-night ? 


Harry. To- night ſhall be a night of wonder! And we'll 


love like Aſide like Darby and Joan! 
Widow. ¶ Languiſbingly I ſhall hate you intolerably! 


ophia advancing on tip-toe. 


Harry. Hey for the parſon's permiſſion! Hay, my ſub- 
lime widow ! f 


, into which 1 
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Widew. To ſteel thus upon one at an unguarded mo- 
ment! | | 
Harry. But here firſt let me kneel, and thus to Ceres 
pay —[ Going to kiſs her hand in rapture, meets the eye of Sophia. 
Widow. L'Il never forgive you I hate you now worſe 
than ever. 
Sophia. ¶ Coming betaueen them with burſting trepidation, 
_ the valentine from her boſom and preſenting it ) There, 
1 | , — f 


Widow, Ah! : 

Sophia. There, fir! - Oh pray, fir, take it, fir! 

Widow: Why, minikin—! | 

Sophia. I requeſt, fir !—I defire, fir! 

Harry. ¶ Declining it ) Tol de rol— | 

Sophia. (Tearing the paper piecemeal, and throwing it ſpi- 
tefully away) Why then there, fir—and there, fir—and 
there, there, there, there, fir ! 

Widew., Poor minikin ! I declare, ſhe is jealous ! 

Sophia. { Her ſobs riſing And VilI'l—Wrii-i-ite to 
my to my grandma-a- a- a directly 

Widow. Fie, child! 

N. ng And I'll go do-0-0-own—into Glo- o- o- oſter- 
ire — 

Widew, Go up to your chamber, child! 

Sophia, And I'll tell my grandma- a what a falſe, baſe, 
bad man you are; and ſhe ſhall ha-ate you, and deſpiſe you; 
and I'Il ha-a-ate you, and deſpiſe you myſelf ! 

Widow. Poor thing ! | 

Sophia. And moreover I'll hate and deſpiſe all mankind ! 
And for your ſake (With great energy.) I'll live and die a 
maid! 

Widew. Ves, child, that I dare be ſworn you will! 

Harry. Widow! T'am a fad fellow ! Don't have me— 
Tam a vile fellow! Sophy! you are right to deſpiſe me? 
I am going to marry your mother ! TED 

Sephia. I'll go down into Glo-o-ofterſhire—T wo-on't 
live in ſuch a falſe-hearted city! And you ought to be 
aſhimed of yourſelf, ma', to make yourſelf fo ridiculous ! 
Harry. No, no, ſweet Sylph, it is my fault! all my 
fault! | 
Widow. { Enraged) Be gone, Miſs! WO 
Harry. ¶ Interpsfing Sweet widow, Gentle 2 

: ve 
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I've ſold myſelf, Sophy ! Six thouſand pounds is the ear- 
neſt money paid down, for the reptile Harry Dorntan !— 
I love you, Sophy ! | 
' Widow. How, Mr. Dornton ? 
Harry. I do, by Heaven! Take back your money, wi- 
dow! Offering > draft) I'm a fad ſcoundrel! | 
Sophia. You are a baſe faithleſs man, you know you are! 
And you are a pitileſs woman, a mercileſs woman, for all 
you are my own mother, to let my poor brother Milford 
go to be ſtarved to death in a dark — 
Harry. Milford in priſon ? . 
Sopbia. Ves, Sir; arreſted by your cruel, old, ugly fa- 
ther! I'm ſure he is ugly! Though I never ſaw him in my 
life, I'm ſure he is an ugly, hideous, ugly monſter!- ¶ Exit, 
Harry, Is this true, widow ? | 


Widow. (Stammering ) Sir 
Harry. {( Agitated. ) Arreſted by my father ?Squandring 
her money on a ruined reprobate, and won't releaſe her 
huſband's fon? . 


Widow. Nay but, dear Mr. Dornton! ; 
Harry. I'll be with you again preſently, widow ; preſen- 
tly, preſently.  [ Exit. 


Widow. (Speaking after bim To-night, you know, Mr, 
Dornton—-? | 


Enter Jenny. 
Jenny. Mr. Goldfinch is coming up, ma'am. 
Wiqow. I have no time to waſte with Mr. Goldfinch. 
I'll preſently ſend him about his buſineſs. Mr. Dornton 
talks I don't know how, Jenny—Says it muſt be to- night. 


Enter Goldfinch, 


Geldfinch, Well, widow ? £7 

Widow. Not ſo free, Sir! (Walks up the flage- dif- 
dainyi ully. J | | : £13 

Jenny. ( Aſide to Goldfinch) Have you got the licence 

Goldfinch, No. 

Jenny. No! 

Goldfinch. No—Been to Tatterſall's. 

Jenny. And not for the licence? 

Goldfinch. Tellee I've been to Tatterſall'ss 

Jenny. Ah! It's all over! 

| ; Goldfinch, 


' 
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Goldfinch. Made ſure of the Eclipſe colts! — 
Mult nat loſe em! Ka 

Fenny. ( Afzde )ptupid booby! _. 

Wid:w. ( Advancing ) What is your preſent buſineſs, Sir? 
Goldfinch. My buineſs ? Ha, ha, ha! That's a good 
one! I'll tell you my buſineſs—/ Approaching with open 
arm. 

M idau. ¶ Haughtily) Keep your diſtance, Sir! 
Golafinch. Diſtance, widow? No; that's not the way. 
I ſhould be double diſtanced if I did. | 
Widow, Were you indeed a man of deportment and 
breeding --! — —— | 
Goldfinch. Breeding ?—Look at my ſpurs! 

Widow. Had you the manner, the fpirit, the—But no 
— You are no gentleman— 

Gola inch. Whew! No gentleman ? {Claps on his hat and 
takes @ lounging impudent fewagger) Dammee that's a good 
one! — Charles Goldfinch no gentleman ?—Aſk in the box- 
lobby! Enquire at the ſchool! In à boxing attitude. } 

Nidau. Sir, you are a tedious perſon: your company 
1s troubleſome ! . 

Goldfinch, Turf or turnpike, keep the beſt of cattle— 
Walk, trot or gallop—Kun, amble or canter Laugh at 
every thing on the road Give em alf the go by—Beat 
the trotting butcher Gentleman? That's your ſort! 


Feuny. E Aſide 10 Goldfinch. J Follow me. [ Exit. 
Widow. I beg, Sir, I may not be intruded upon, by you 
or your horſe-jackey jargon any more. [ Exit, 


Goldfinch, Here's a kick up. What's all this? Moſt have 
her, or ſmaſh! Smirker { Pointing after Jenny) will tell me 
what it means—Smart thing for a light weight, Spirit, 
ſhape, and form—Carry a fine neck in a running martin- 

le—Shews blood—Win all the give and takes—Take 
bes into training— Match her the Abingdon mile againſt 
all England — That's your fort ! | Exit. 


SCENE changes to an Abartment at the Honfe of a Sheriffs 


Ce. 


Enter Harry Dornton in the ſame hurry and Officer. 
Harry. Diſpatch, man! Diſpatch! Tell Jack Milford 
I can't wait a moment !—HollWrite an acquittal" in- 
© ES bo ſtantly 
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ftantly for the thoyſand pounds. But ſay not a word to 


him of my intention! 

Officer, A thouſand, Sir? It is almoſt five thouſand! 

Harry. Impoſſible! wo Sack. 

Officer. "There. are detainders already lodged to that 
amount, 

Harry. Five thouſand? \ 

Officer. Muſt I write the acquittal for the ſam total ? 

Harry. No Ves, write it however. Have it ready. 
Early to-morrow morning it ſhall all be paid. Wt 

Officer, In the mean time there may be more detainders 

Harry. Damnation ! What ſhall I do?—Kun, ſend 
him!—And, do you hear, a bottle of Champaign and' 
two rammers!—Rummers! Mind! Not a word to him! 
Exit Officer ) Five thouſand ?—And more detainders. 


Enter Waiter with Bottle and Glaſſes, and Milford following, 


Milford, Mr. Dornton ! 
Harry. How now, Jack! What's your wonder? I can't. 
ſtay a moment with you, but I could not paſs wichout 
giving you a call, Your hand, my boy! Cheer up! 

Milford. Excuſe me, Sir! 

Harry. Why, Jack !—Pfſhaw! Caſt away this gloom 
and be—Honefſt Jack Milford! You are now in tribula- 
tion; what of that? Why, man, the bleſſed ſun himſelf is 
ſometimes under a cloud! Wait But till to-morrow— Where 
is the wine Fills the rummers) Come, drink, and waſh 
away grief! *Sblood, never look froſty and aſkaunce, 
man, but drink, drink, drink ! 

Milferd. { Abruptly) Sir? J am not diſpoſed to drink! 

Harry. Why what a tabernacle phraſe is that! Here's 
confuſion to all ſorrow and thinking !—I could a tale un- 
fold—! But I won't afflict you—l muſt fly Vet I can 
do no good to- night Hurrah, Jack! Keep up your ſpi- 
rits! Be determined, like me !—1 am the vileſt of animals 
that crawl the earth Vet I won't flag! I'll die a bold-- 
faced villain! —I have fold myſeli—Am diſintereſted — 
Have lot—Ah, Sophia !—Hurrah, Jack Keep it up! 
Round let the great globe whirl ; and whirl it will, though 
I ſhould happen to ſlide from its ſurface into infinite no- 
thingneſs—Drink, my noble foull 

Milford. Your mirth is impertinent, Sir! 

Harry 
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Harry. So it is, Jack Damned impertinerit ! But ruin 


is around us, and it is high time to be merry! 
_ Sir? I muſt inform you that, though I have 
been betrayed by you ang impriſoned by your father, 1 
will not be inſulted ! ; * 
Harry. Betrayed by me? ü | 
Milford. Ay, Sir! I have had full information of your 
mean arts! It was neceſfary I ſhould be out of the way, 
that your deſigns on Mrs. Warren might meet no inter- 
ruption |! | | 
Harry. Pſhaw!— Good day, Jack, good day! 
Milford. And pray, Sir, inform your father I deſpiſe 
his meanneſs, and ſpurn at his malice ! | 
Harry. {Suddenly returning and darting towards him, but 


flonping. ſhort) Jack Milford !—Utter no blaſphemy againſt 


my father !—I am half mad -I came your friend 
Milford, 1 deſpiſe your friendſhip! | 

Harry. That as you pleaſe—Think all that is vile of me 
— 4 you to exceed the truth But utter not a word 
againſt my father 

Milford. Deliberately, pitifully malignant Not ſatis- 
fied with the little vengeance he himſelf. could take, he 
has ſent round to all my creditors! | 

Harry. Tis falſe! 

Milford. Falſe? | 

Harry. A vile, eternal falſehood ! 


Emer Officer with Papers and Writs... 


Offcer. Gentlemen !—Did you call? | 
Harry. ( Interrupting bim Leave the room, Sir! 
. Officer. But—! 
Harry. We are buſy, Sir! 
Offcer.: I thought G1 
Harry. I tell you we are buſy, and muſt not be inter- 


. rupted! / Exit Officer) / Pauſe of confidcration) Mr. Milford, 


ou ſhall hear from me immediately. Exit Harry. 
Milford. ( After ruminating } What were thoſe papers? 


Surely I have not been raſh Nobody but his father could 


have brought my creditors thus on me all at once ?—He 
ſeemed half drunk or half frantic !—Said he was ruined, . 
diſinherited— Talked ſomething of 1 
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could the purport of his — be? (Enter Officer) well, 
ir 

Officer. Here is a note, Sir. 

Milford. From whom ? 

Officer. 'The young gentleman. 

Milford. ¶ Reads aſide * I underſtand you are at liberty? 


—How! At liberty? The Officer — ) (Reads) 1 ſhall 


walk up to Hyde Park: — 1 find me at * 
fix—ExaQtly at "hx At hberty ? | 
Officer. Your debts are all diſcharged. : 
Milford; Impoſſible— Which way ?—By whom; 
Officer. Why, Str—That is— - 
Milford. No heſitation, but tell me by whom ? 
Officer. Sir thought I perceived ſome anger between 
you and the young gentleman ? 
Milford. Aſk no queſtions, Sir; make no delays! Tell 
me who has ou oder — — Tell me the 2 
quences you do not depend upon your anſwer 
Officer. I 3 E. there has been ſome warmth 
between you: and though the young gentleman made me 
promiſe filence and ſecrecy— 
a ord. { Aftoniſoment ) What then it was Mr. Dornton? 
oer bows } Madman! What have I done!. CR 


SCENE changes to the Houſe of Dornton, 


Euter Harry Dornton, followed by My. Smith. 
Harry. And the danger not yet paſt ? 


Mr. Smith. Far from it! Mr. Sulky has twice brought 


us ſupplies, and is gone a third time, 

Harry. Brave ſpirit! He would coin his heart — My 
father upports it nobly ? 

Mr. Smith. He is anxious only for you. 

Harry. Well, well! Ha, ha, ha! Tol lolT'll bring 
him relief—Comfort him, aſſure him of it —Ay, hear 


me heaven, and] To- night it is too late, but to-morrow _ 


all ſhall be well! Excellent well! 
Mr. Smith. (Significantly) You will marry the widow 2 
Harry. Have you heard — Ay, boy, ay !—We'll marry! 


. —[ will go and prepare her,—Early in the morning, * | 


all may be ſafe. 
Mr. ' Smith, Will that be "el 
f Harry, 


. 
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knows what a vile infernal—T tell you ſhe knows me! © 
No novice the, Old True blue! Tol de rol! —Confole 


Pl keep my word! What! Am I not his own fon ?— 
ay Locking at his watch) The proctor's, the lawyer's, 
the widow's, and / Starts) at fix ? Aſide) The Ring. 
The Ring at fix : Friends Who can ſay what may hap- ' 
?— What, leave my father to periſh ?-I'll not go! 
hough all hell ſhould brand me for a coward, I'll not 
g0!—Mr. Smith, take care of my-father !—Mark me, I 
recommend my father to you! [Exit. 


Enter Mr. Dornton. 


Dornton. Where is Harry ?—Did not I hear his voice? 

Mr. Smith. He is\this moment gone, Sir. | 

- Dernton, Gone where? | 
Myr. Smith. Do you not fuſpe&-where, Sir? 

Doruton. ¶ Alarmed) Suſpett! What Speak! 

Mr. Smith. To the widow Warren's, . 

Duornton. For what purpoſe? ' 

Mr. Smith. To marry her. n 

Dornton. Marry !— The widow Warren! 

Mr. Smith. And ſave the houſe by her fortune. 

Dornton. Generous Harry! Noble affectionate boy! I'd 
periſh firſt 

Mr. Smith. He ſeems very reſolute—He has already had 
fix thouſand pounds of her. 

4 2 Marry her ? I ſhall go mad! Where is Mr. 
ulky ? . | | 
Me. Smith, He is juſt returned, I hear him in the 

compting-houſe, ENS ; 

Dornton, Tell him I wiſh to ſpeak with him. Exit 
Me. Smith.) Harry Dornton and the widow Warren ?— 
I ſhall die in Bedlam! Enter Mr. Sulky) Are we ſafe, 
Mr. Sulky? ? | | 

$:/ky. For to-day, perhaps. EL ; 

Dorntan. What bank have we to begin to-morrow ?. 

Sulky. I can't tell—T fear not thirty thouſand. 

Dornton. Mr. Sulky, you —you—have this day ſhewn 
yourſelf an active partner, and a fincere friend. 

Sulky. Humph. 


% 


Doruton, 


. Harry. J have told her the truth. She knows all? 


my father! Cheer him! Enlighten his ſoul with _ "7 
» 


% 
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© Dornten, T have longeſtoemed you ; 117 eſteem you more 
and more. 
Sully. H umph. 
Dornton. My ſon Harry—{ He ener J You are a very 


— man, Mr. Sulky; a eompaſſionate man, e 22 
on't look ſo, + 


Sulty. Humph. 
Dornton. Tis pity to ſee ſo noble a key am ſure 
you would not wiſh him any harm, Mr, Sulky ? J am ſure, 
ou would not!? 


- 


A 


- Salky, Whom? ' 45 
Dornton, Harry Dornton. Would you world you?: 


Would you, Mr. Sulky? 


Sulty. A kind queſtion — ot 


Dornton. Nay, I did not mean to be unkind, Mr. 7 


you know I did not Shall we not venture one e more 
to ſave him? 


Sully. Save? Impoſſible! Ruin only can reform him; 
total ruin; 


| Dornion, You miſtake, Mr. Sulky. His own misfor-' 


tunes little affected him, but mine— He 1 Is ſtruck to the 
heart! —I know him! 

Sulky. So do l. 

Dornten. Struck to the heart I'm ſure on't! nen be 
a good man —A great man! 

Sully. Humph. | 

Dorutor. You know the widow Warren, Mr. Sully ? 

Sulky, Don't you? 

Dornton. I never faw her in my life—T hear ſhe is full 


forty, her manners abſurd, her character cruel, and her 
INOTals —— 


Sully. Bad enough. 

Dor uron. Six thouſand pounds at this moment is a great 
ſum! 1own it! But do you think I ought not to venture? 

Sulky. Venture what ? 

Doruton. 'To— To take it our our bank * 

Sully. For what? 

Dernton, For For the — the relief of Harry Dornton? 

Sulty. What you pleaſe! Take all! What is it to me? 


3 


Dornton, Nay, but, Mr. Sulky, you ſurely don't * 


the thing in the right light? | 
Sulky. I can ſtarve, like the reſt! , 
Dorntons 
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Dornton. (Snappiſh bebe) Very well, Mr. Sully! 211 
well! 1 perceive you can be intereſted, and and! 

Sulky. 2. — what? 

| Dornton, Very well, Mr. Sulky ! Very well! / 

Sully. I can flare bankruptcy i in the face as ſteadfaſtly as 
you can, 

Dornton. Ay, ay! No doubt! The world is all alike ! 
Iam an old fool, and ſo ſhall live and die! 

Sulky. Why do ou alk my advice? Take the money! 
- Empty the coffers! Pour it all into his hat! Give him 
2 1 play at chuck farthing, and bank bills to curl 

r 
| Dornton. Very well, Mr. Sulky !—Friendſhip, genes 
roſity, a ſenſe of juſtice ? Oh! It's all a farce! F 
_ Saulky, Humph. 
| Dorner. (Rings) Very well, Sir! Very well! (Enter 
Servant) Is the carriage ready ? F 

Servant. It's at the door, Sir. [Exit. 

Dornton, ( Going, turns back ) So, Mr. Sulky, you could 
ſee him married to this'widow, to whom you have ſo often 
as well as now given the worſt of characters, rather than 
incur a little more riſk for your friend ? 

Sully. Marry? 

Draken. Ves, marry! | 

Sulty. Whom? 

7 The widow Warren, I tel you! 

Sulty. Harry Dornton? | 

Dornton. Yes, Harry Dornton! | 

Sulky. When? Where? 

Dornton, Immediately ! With unexampled affection, to 
ſave me who am old and worthleſs, he would devote his 
youth, his great qualities, and his noble heart, to all the 
Tm which ſuch a ee ſuch a woman can in- 

ict | | 

Sulty. Take the money 

Dornton, Are you ſerious; Mr. Sulky? 

Sully. Take the money! Away! Begone! I would in- 
deed ſtarve, inchmeal, rather than he ſhould marry her! 

Dornton, Mr. Sulky, you are a worthy man, a true 
friend ! 

Sulky. Curſe compliments! Make haſte! [ Extunt. 


ACT 
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SCENE, the: Widow Warren's, 
Sophia and Jenny meeting. : 
Jenny. 
So. Miſs! Here's your mamma juſt coming down. 
* Sophia. (Much agitated) Ts ſhe dreſſed? ; | 
Jenny. Oh yes!—I have decorationed her out like any 
king's coach-horſe! | 
Sophia. It's very well. | 
Jenny. With her ribbands and ringlets ſtuck about and 
dangle-ating down her back and all here — 
Sophia. It's very well. | 
Jenny. Tight laced—Thomas called up to help. 
Sophia. It's all very well But it will be no wedding 
Jenny. ({ Afede) J hope not. 
_ Sophia. He told her to her face that he loved me, and 
offered to give her the money back—He'll never have her 
And if he does I don't care—I know I ſhall die broken- 
hearted, but I don't care lll tell all to my dear grandma", 
for I'll not ſtay in this wicked city—No! He ſhan't ſee 
me pine away I know my ghoſt will haunt him; but I 
can't help it. I never wiſhed him any harm, and had 
he but been true-hearted and have waited for me, I would 


But it's no matter He ſhan't ſee a tear that I ſhed, nor 
hear the leaſt ſigh that I heave. 


Enter the Widoww Warren, 
Jenny. ( Looking, admiring, and walking round her ) Well, 
ma'am—! I declare you're a pitur/ 
Widow. Do you think T look tolerably, Jenny? {Falking 
and ſurveyin berſelf hall I do execution? What is the 
matter, child? 
Sophia. Mark my words, he'll never have you! 
Widow. Poor thing! | 


* 


Sophia, 


-- —— —— — — - 


* mY 


7 THE ROAD r D. 


Sophia, He never will! 


2 mocking heart at the flreet-door. 
Widow. Run, Jenny, 2 at is! (Exit Fenny) Go 
up to your chamber, child, 


Sophia. No! I will ſtay here. 
Widow. Begone to your chamber, Tfay, Miſs! 
Sophia, Beat me if you pleaſe, kill me, 5 I will not! 


| Reventer Jenny. | | 
Jenny. Here's an elderly Sk ak am, aſks to 
ſpeak to you. 
Widzw. Will you begone, Miſs? | 
Sophia. Since it is not he, I don't walt to ftay. I only 


want to look him in the face once more. (Exit. 
- *Widow. How is he dreſſed? 


Fenny, In grey, AW 


Widow. In gre y.! 93 | [ Confiltring, 
Jenny. Yes, ma'am. BL, 
Widow. In dark grey ? ? | [ Hoping. 


Jenny. Yes, ma'am, 

Widow, , Earnefily ) Does he look likes perſon; Jenny? 

Fenny. Why, ma'am, he i is a ſoberly, ſmug, jobation- 
ooking man enough. 


Widew. Let him be ſhewn in—T dare ſay i it is the. Vi- 
vine ! ! N 


Footman 3 Mr. Dornton, 


Dornton. Your humble ſervant, Madam. 
Widow. Sir, your very moſt humble ſervant. 
[With great reſpedt, 
Dornton, I preſume you are unacquainted with me? 
Widew. (Simpering ) IT believe I can penetrate, fir— 
Dornion, Can you, Madam? 
Widow. (With ker fan before her face) You—You come 
on the - part of—young Mr. Dornton ? | 
| Dornton, (Surpriſed) I do! 
Widow, ¶Aſide It is the parſon Would you be ſo 
indulgent as to be ſeated, Sir? 
Dornton, Excuſe me, Madam. | 
Widow, Would you be pleaſed to take any refreſh ment, 
ir? 
Dernon, Madam!—None, I thank you. 


Widow. 
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du A morſel of ſeed-eake, a French biſcuit, a bit 


of orange loaf, a glaſs of Conſtantia, or a jelly ?—Iknoy - 
agreeable conſolations to 


.theſe little cordial comforts are 
.gentlemen of your cloth, 


Dornton. {Surveying himſelf) Cloth!!! Bs, 
* TWidoew. No offence, I hope? I participate in them my- 
{ ſelf. | 


Dornton. Hem | No doubt! 30 
IWidsw. Vou are acquainted with Mr, Dornton ? 


| Dornton, Why--Yes—I am I belive one of his oldeſt 


acquaintance. 


him? 


' Dornton, Hem |—Yes—IT—had a- ſort of a friendſhip 


for him even before he was born. 


IVidow. Sir !-Oh 1l— You are intimate with the fa. 


» mily ? | 
Dornton, Yes—yes, Madam ! 
Widow, And know his father ? 


Dornton. Um— {Shrugs ) Why—Though I have kept 
him company from the day of his birth to this very hour, 


they tell me I don't know him yet! 
' Widow. Ay indeed ! Is he ſo odd? 


i; Dernton. Sometimes To my great regret, I have ſome- 


times found him a very abſurd old gentleman.! 


Widew, I am ſorry for it !—Becauſe as I am ſoon to 


become—hymeneally—his intimate—relation—I—I— ! 


8 You would wiſh for a 


Dornton, Ha! I dare not ſay too much in his favour. 


Widew. Nay though I have a vaſt—hum—ha—regard 
for young Mr. Dornton— I own I have no great predi- 
lection of opinion for the father! [ Modding very fignificantly. 


. Dornton. { Suddenly) Nor he for you, Madam! ö 
Mi doau. Do you think ſo ? | 


Dornton, T am ſure fo ! a 


Widow. I warrant, Sir, he is, as you ſay, a very pre: 
old 


ciſe acrimonious perſon A tetchy repugnant kind o 
ſcarecrow ! | 


Doron, 1 ſaid no ſuch thing, Madam! 


IWidow. Then I dare ſay you have a great regard for 


ee affeftation. 
enfible indulgent— 
Papa— [ Smiles, 

"Widow. It's natural, Sir. - [Simperings 


1dew, 


- 9. ——᷑ — —— Aron 
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Witew. Ak! A little caution, Sir, to be ſure, becomes 
of your cloth, 

Dornton. Cloth again II don't know what mean 

by my cloth; but Mr. Doraton, Madam, is little older 


than yourſelf nor does he thank himſelf half ſo repug- 
- nant, 


Widow. Sir 

Dornton. ¶ Recollecting Kinky) Madam I- beg your 
pardon!—— Bowing. 

Widew. ( Knocking heard) Oh ! Here I dare ay comes 
the bridegroom ! { Enraptured : croſſes to the door. 

Dornton. ( Afar My curſt .vivacity ! I can never tell 
her after this who I am, [Walks up the tage. 


Enter Harry Dornton, in haſte, 


— Oh you rover! 
. Well, my kind widow ! YM. Dornton turnt 
* 5 reins at bearing his ſon's voice, and gradually approaches ) 
y _ compaſſionate widow ! I am come poſt haſte 


to caſt myſelf once more on your bounty! 
Widew. Hu-ſh!' ; 
Harry. To intreat inſtant commiſeration, and aid! 
Widew. Hem ! Hem ! [ Aloud. 


Harry. 1 have not a minute to ſpare ! | 

Widow. (Whiſper ) He's here Hie 's come! A waſpiſh, 

tetchy—! "ona {Aloud) Your friend has been here 
fore N Mr. Dornton ! 

rry. My friend! What friend? 
2 Your friend the vlergyman. 
{ Pointing ie Mr. Dornton. 

Harry. 0 lergy man i—You— Turning, ſees his father at 
* 14 My father! 
M ide. His father! | [ Pauſe. 

Dormon. Well, Harry, why do you Took ſo blank? I 
am glad you are here— Your coming, and. the mutual fin- 
cerity with which this lady and J have juſt ſpoken our ſen- 
timents, will fave all circumlocution—At preſent we un- 
derſtand each other. 

Widow. Sir —I— 

Dornton. Oh, Madam, never reerat—Let us continue 
the like plain honeſt dealing— 

Widow. But Sir Mr. Dornton's affeftion— | 

2 Dornton, 
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Dornton. Ha, ha, ha l— Affection, Madam 2 
Pitying her delufion, 
Harry, Sit— 


Di, Harry 1 r your macives! Will never 

forget them! But the cauſe of them has ceaſed. - | 
arry, Sir? —Beware! No falſe compaſſion! Remem- 

ber not the vile reprobate that was your ſon! 1 ſpurn at; 

exiſtence that is coupled with your miſery ! 

 Dornton, Harry | Our danger is over, 

Harry. Are you—? Are you ſerious? 

Dornton, Mr. Sulky is a worthy man! His rich uncle 
is dead, and has left him ſole heir. Our books 400 have 
been examined, and exceed our beſt hopes, 

Harry. Tol de rol— ! 

Dornton. Here is your money, Madam. 

Harry. My father ſaved— ? Tol de rol ! 

' Widew. Nay but—Mr. Dornton Sir! 


| [Ready to c. 
12 T muſt beg on will take it— 

5: — Rejoice, ! Rejoicel Sipg, ſhout! Tol 
rol 


' Widow. I do not want the money, Sir! Filthy money 
7 W, himpering reftrained J And as to what I ſaid , though you 
have arreſted Mr. Milford— 

Harry. Ha! [Starts, conſidert, and loaks at his. watch. 
Widow, I am ſorry I beg your paxdon—And if Mr. 
Dornton 

Dornion, Why don't you ſpeak, Harry ? Where are you 
going? {Harry N 2 haſtily to the dbor) Come ; 
back, Harry !—Stay, 

Harry. I cannot Kl wh muſt fly N honour is at 
ſtake ! ! Ex its 

Dornton, ( Alarmed ) His 8 His honour at ! 
— Here, here, Madam 1— / Qfering her Bau Billi. 9 ; 

Widow, Nay, Sir | IM 

Dornton. Sdeath, Madam, take your money. Exit. 
Widow. C ruel—uſage | —— Faithleſs —men——Blind 
— Stupid ! I'II forſake and forſwear the whole ſex! 


Enter Jenny with glee on Korg as if he had uy aw the 


| Fen . Ma'am! | * 


— Ce es. 
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Widow. {Sobbing ) Savage race! 
Jenny. Ma'am ! Ma am ! Mr. Goldfinch, Ma'am ! 
Widow, Hay! Mr. Goldfinch ?—Was that what you 
3 Jen nyt ( Brightens up) Where? 
Jenny. low, a'am, I perſuaded him to come up, 
but he is quite ſurly, | 
_ Widow. Oh! He is coming ? Well! I think I will ſce 
kim Ves—!I think I will. 
Jenny. 1 always told you, Ma' am, Mr. Goldfinch for 
me. 
Widew, Did you? | 1 
Jenny. But he ſays be will have your written promiſe 
this very ni oy or never ſpeak to you more hear him, 
{ Adjuſting the Widow's dreſs) Law, Ma'am, you had bet- 
2 ive a Gow touches — Hereabout ! Your. eyes will have 
uble the ſpirit and fire. | 
Widow. ill they? ; 2 [Exit. | 


Enter Goldfinch, 


Goldfoh. Where' s the mop 25 | 
Jenny. Huſh! Mind what I ſaid to you—It is too 7 
now for a licence, ſo be ſure get the promiſe—Don't 
flinch! / is 
Goldfinch. Me flinch ? Gone to the back-bone ! 
. A eANys Huſh! h 


Renter the Widow Warren. 


Gold finch. Here I am once more, Widow. 


Widow, Ah, rambler! 
Gold inch. Are you eured of che tantarums ? 


. Widow, Nay, Mr. Goldfinch— ! 
, Geldfinch. Muſt 1 W wy GIRARCE | 
\ Widow, 4 5 


Goldfich, ps 4 ou, 1 85 I know your ericks— 
Skittiſn! Won't anſwer the Wop) Ran out of the courſe! 


oy 


IWidow. My promiſe— ! ! 
Goldfinch. Signed and ſealed. 9p. 
Widow. Naughty man—You ſhan't—I won't let you 


rannize over a tating heart ! 
$4 28 Guoliſ ch. 
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Goldfinch. Palpi— {To Jenny) What does the ſay? - 
2 You ſhan't neat on l tranſports 
Geld ſinch. What's that? 1 l 

Niob. Connubial ecſtafies ! 
Goldfinch. Nu-What? 
Widow. Go, intruder ! 
Goldfinch, Oh | What you won't? 

Widow, I'll never forgive Fm 
Gala inch. I'm off. 
ide. Cruel man! 
Cold inch. I'm off. 
Midoab. Mr. Goldfinch! / Calling) 
' Goldfinch, I'm off — 
" Widow. You ſhall have the promiſe ! Pg 
Sold finch. Oh, ho! Why then, I pull up= © 
ide. Barbarous youth! Could you leave me ?—But 
I muſt ſend to Mr. Silky. 
Gold inch. No, no! | FM me have the promiſe Gp 
In ata to Silky. 
Wi dow, Will you, "Mr. Goldfinch? 
5 Geldfinch, Will I not ?—Take a hack, mount the box — 

_ Hayait !—Scud away for the old ſcoundrel! I'm a d 
one ! Know the courſe every inch ! I'm the lad for a wh 
dow ! That's your ſort ! 

Widow. Saucy man! I'Il de v with you, 
 Goldfinch, Soon be back ! e Fo 
Wids-w, Adieu! Fly ſwiftly, ye minutes! = 
Goldjinch, But I muſt have the promiſe firſt ! | 
Widzo. I will go and write 1t—Come, diſſembler, 


eome! - [ Exit langs bod 
Goldfinch. She's an old courler ! But I Knew! 
take her at the double! 
Enter Milford. 


2 So, Charles, where” s the widow ? 
G-ldfinch. The widow' s mine! 2 
Gl ord, Yours ? | 7 "OP 
88 I'm the lad ! All's concluded Going poſt / 
for ol 


Silky. Offers to go at eve ech, bur is eagerly 
flopped by Milford, 1 ; 9415 RY 


| Milford Silky did you fay ? | | 
2 Goldfinch. 
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Goldfinch. Am to pay the miſerly raſcal fifty thouſand 
pounds down! But mum! That's a ſecret ! 

Milford. You are raving? | 

Goldfinch. Tellee he has fer on the hip ! She can't marry 
without his conſent ! | 
ors But why ? 
Goldfinch. Don't know. The cloſe old rogue won't tell. 
Has got ſome deed, he ſays—Some writing. 

Milford. Indeed | | | | 

Goldfinch, Yes—But it's all huſh ! I ſhall be a higher 
fellow than ever, Jack ! Go to the ſecond ſpring meeting 
lake you with me Come down a few to the Sweaters 
and Trainers—The knowing ones The Lads—Get into 
the ſecret—Lay it on thick—Seven hundred to five Fa- 
vourite againſt the field! Done — I'll do it agaio !— 
Done Five times over ditto repeated! Done, done 
Off they go; — Winner lays by - Pretends to want foot 
Odds riſe high! lake em Winner whiſpered lame 
Lags afrer—Odds higher and higher — Take em Cr 
vp Br-athes em over the flat Works em up bill — Paſſes 
the diſtance poſt Still only ſecond Betting chair in an 
uproar Neck to neck! Lets him out She ws him the 
whip!—Shoots by like an arrow—Oh damme a hollow 
thing! — hat's your ſort! [ Exit, 

Milford. Fifty thouſand to Silky for his conſent becauſe 
of ſome deed, ſome writing ?—lf it ſhould be the will? 
It muſt !—By heaven it muſt ! { Exit haſtily, 


SCENE changes i the Ring in Hyde Parks 


Harry Dornton, hoking at his Watch. 


Harry. How long muſt I wait -I fee nothing of Mil. 
ford—1'll cut off that bailiff's ears it he has betrayed me. 
| | [ Valks about. 


Zuter Mr. Dornton, out of breath. 
Dornton. So, Harry! REELS 
Harry. My father again? | 
Doxnion, ( Paniing} What do you do here, Harry? 
Harry. 8 want air. 
Dornton. A pretty dance you have led me What brought 
you hither : Sade recollefion} Where's the money 2 
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had of the widow ? (Panfe : ſeeming to ved. an an 


Where is the money, Harry? 3 


Harp. ( 3 Gone, sir. | . 
Dornton, Gone! | | f 
Harry. Moſt of it. 

Dornton. And your creditors not paid? ( abe pauſe) 
And your creditors not paid ? | 

Harry, No, Sir. 

Dornton. { Raiſes his hands ) I fr u ſpected—1 foreboded 
this !—{ Harry Dornton walks up the flage } He has been 
at ſome gaming-houſe, loſt all, quarrelled, and come here 
to put a miſerable end to a miſerable exiſtence! Oh, who 
would be a father! erent angit * 


Enter Waiter. 


Waiter, Jam ſent on an April-day kind of errand here. 
I think this is what they call the Ring. / Lovks round) 
Hey! Who is this? {Surveying Mr. Pornton) . 
—js your name Dornton ? 
Doruton. It is. 

Mailer. Then I am right Mr. Milford, Sir, has ſent 
me with this note. [Ex 

Harry. (Advancing ) It is for me, Sir! 

Doruton, How do you know, Harry ? 

Harry. Sir, I am certain -I muſt be 

Dornton, This is no time for ceremony ! 1 Dear 
Harry, forgive the provocation I have given you ; for- 

fer the wrong I have done your father Me !—*I will 


* {ſubmit to any diſgrace rather than lift my hand againſt 


your life—I would haye come and a logiſed even on 
my knees, but am prevented. Milford. {Pauſe }J— 
Why, Harry !—What?—What is this? — Tell me Tell 
me- Is it in paying! — s debts you have e 
the money ? 

Harry, It i 2 Sir. 

Dornton. ¶ After raifing hit claſped hands in rapture as if 
to return thanks,” ſuddenly ſuppreſſes his fielings) But how 
had he wronged me! M hy did you come here to fight 
him? 

Harp. Sir—He—he ſpoke diſreſpeAtfully of you. 

[ Pauſe. 
| Dornton, ( 7 ith his ox e ow his fon till. unable any 
E 3 : longer 
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lerger to contain himſelf, he covers nem avith one hand and 
fretebes out the ather) Harry! © 
Harry. (Taking his father's handy but turning his back 
likewiſe to conceal his agitation) My father! Pauſe. 
Dornton. Harry! Harry! {Struggling affetion ) [Pore 
Harry. Dear Sir, let us fly to conſote poor Milford | 
Durnton. What you will, Harry! Do with me what 
you will- Oh who would not be a father! [Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to the Hoxſe of the Widow Warren. 
| Enter Milford and Mr. Sulky. 


Milford. The fool Goldfinch himſelf informed me, Sir, 
_ _ is to receive fifty thouſand pounds for his con- 
ent | 

Sulty. Fifty -thouſand ! Zounds! Why then the old 
ſcoundrel muſt have got poſſeſſion of the will. 
| _—_— Which is indubitably meant to be deſtroyed. 
Goldfinch is juſt returned with Silky, They are now 
with the widow, all in high glee, and are coming up here 
immediately, no doubt to ſettle the buſineſs in private. 

Sulty. What can bc done? & 

Milford. We muſt hide ourſelves ſomewhere, and ſpring 
upon them, > © 

Sulky. I hate hiding ! It is deceit, and deceit is the re- 
ſource of a raſcal. 

Milford. But there is no avoiding it! We cannot get 
legal affiſtance in time! Here are two cloſets! Do you go 
into one, and I'll ſhut myſelf up in the other. We ſhall 
hear what they are about, and can burſt upon them at the 
proper moment, | 
— OW Well, if it muſt be ſo—But it's a vile, paltry 
e! | 

Milard. I hear them coming! Make haſte! 

[ Exeant Sulky and Milford into the cloſets, 


Enter Silky, Widow, and Goldfinch. | 
Siley. Ha, ha, ha! I told you, Madam, I ſhould hear 


from you when you wanted me! I knew it muſt come to 
that! But you are alucky man, Mr. Goldfinch; and I'm 
2 lucky man; ay, and you are a lucky woman too, Ma- 
dam! We are all in jock! 5 
HE. Glanch, 
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Golifach, Ay damme, old one, you have been con- 


cerned in many a good thing in your time! 

Silky. Ah, 86 ha, ha, Si To be ſure I have! I muſk 
We for my family. Mr. Goldfinch. | 

Widew, It is indeed a fortunate event! Do you not 
participate my raptures, Mr. Goldfinch ? _ 

Goldfinch, To be ſure—Ir's a deep ſcheme! It's know- 
ing a thing or two!! Hay, old one? Pigeoning the green- 

rns! 

Silty. AN ſo ſafe too, ſo ſnug! I ain ſo pleaſed, and 
ſo havey! It's all our own! Not a ſoul wall know of it 
but our three ſelves! 

Goldfinch, Oh yes—One more, old one 

Silky. (Alarmed) Ay! Who? Who? 

Gold finch. Your Kae e 

Silly, Lord! Mr. Goldſinch, don't terrify me! 

Widow. Lo be ſure, it muſt be owned, you are a ſhock - 
ing old rogue, Mr. Silky! But there is no doing without 
3 make haſte with your deeds and your extortions; 

or really we ſhould be very glad to be rid of your com- 

any 

Sith. Well, well, I'm ready—T'll not long incerropt 
your amorous haſte. Iam a man of buſineſs! I ex 
how it would be, and have a legal inſtrument here, —_ 
drawn up by my own hand; which, when it is ſigned and 
ſealed, will make all ſafe! 

Widew. But where is the will ? 


Silky. Oh, I have it—Firſt however let us be ſecure. 


Y Fre both the chamber doors: is going io read, but looks 


round, ſees the cloſet doors, and auith great anxiety and cun- 
ning 42 them too. 


Goldfinch. You're an old trader in fin! There's no be- 
ing too deep for you ! 


Silky, Ah, ha” ha, ha! Do you think fo, Mr, Gold- 
finch ? 


Goldfinch. But I ſhould like to ſee you on your death- 


5 [A blow from one of the chiſets. 
2 Bleſs my ſoul!— What's that? 
Goldfin 


th, 8 odd enough !—I believe he's. 


coming for you before your time! 
Wid au. It was very ſtrange! 
Silky. I declare I am all of a tremble ! 
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" Widow. Come, come, let us get the ſhocking EIS 
over !\— Where is the will? 

Goldfincb. Don't ſhake ſo, man! 

Silky. Well, well!—Firſt fign the bond! / 3 
Goldfinch going 5 fign, another knock beard) Lord have 
mercy upon me! 
 Goldfrcb. I ſell ſulphur! | 

 Widew. Save me, Mr. Goldfinch ! 

Silky. The candles burn blue! [ Pane. 

Goldfinch, Pſhaw! Zounds, it's only __ cat in the 
cloſet ! 

Silly. T heard it in both the cloſets! 

Gelafench, Why then there are two cats !—Come ! In 
fign— [Widow and Goldfinch 1 25 the bond. 

Silky, Where's the promiſe? 

| Golafench, Here it is b Paying * the table. 

Silly. And here is the will, 0 that all may be ſafe, 
we will immediately commit to the flames. {/s going te 
burn it at the candle. Several loud knocks are heard from the 
doors. Silky flarts, drops one candle, and vverturns as other. 
T he flage dark.) | 
Silly. Lord have mercy upon us 

Goldfinch. My hair ſtands an end! 
| Violent knocking at both cloſets and at the doors, 
' Widow. Save me, Mr, Goldfinch ! Protect me! 
- | Shrieks, 

(Sulky and Milford burſt open the cloſets and ſeize on the 
bond and promiſe : thy then open the chamber doors, at one 
of which enter Jenny «with lights, and at the other N 
Harry Dornton, and Mr. Dornton.) 5 

Sophia, Dear, ma', what's the matter? 5 

Sully. Where is the will? (Silky recovers. himſelf a 
Sratches it up) Give it me, you old ſcoundrel! Give it me 
this inftant, or I'll throttle you! [ Wreſts it from him. 

Milford. So, gentlemen! You are a pretty pair of 
knaves ! 

Sulkz. And you are a very worthy lady! 

Widow. Don't talk to me, man hon t talk to me !— 

I ſhall never recover my ſenſes again! | 

Har y. What has happened, gentlemen? How came 
you thus all locked up together ? 

Dornion. Are you here, Mr, Sulky? | 

\ Sully. 
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Sully. Yes! There's the honeſt, ful, friendly. Mr. Fl 
Silky ! Who would betray his friends, plunder the g 
and defraud the dead, for the eaſe of his conſcience, 
to provide for his family ! | f 

Goldfinch, Old one! You're done up! 

Sully. And here is the girliſh old . who would 
rob her daughter and leave her huſband's ſon to rot in a 
2 that ſhe might marry the firſt fool ſhe could 

nd! | 

Goldfinch, Widow! You are diſhed! (Sulky examizes | 
the awill ) Loſt your laſt chance! & : 

Dornton, A broken gameſter, nurtured in idleneſs, 1g- | 
norance, and diflipation, whoſe ridings, racings, and [ 
drivings are over, and whoſe whole train of horſes, dogs, 
curricles, phaetuns, and fooleries muſt come to the ham- 
mer immediately, is no great loſs, 

Sophia. Oh, la! | | 

Dornton, I knew your father, Sir: tis happy for him 


o 


that he is dead! If you will forſake theſe courſes and ap- 
ply to trade— | 1 1 8 
Goldfinch. Damn trade! Who's for the ſpring meeting? 
Croſs 'em and wind 'em! Seven to five you don't name | 
the winner! I'm for life and a curricle! A cut at the If 
caſter, and the long odds! Damn trade! The four aces, 
a back hand, and a lucky nick! I'm a deep one! That's 
your ſort! | _[Eaih 
Sully. And now, Madam— | | 
_ Widow. Keep off, monſter! You ſmell of malice, | 
cruelty, and perſecution! | * 
Sully. No, Madam: I ſmell of h6neſty! A drug you 1 
nauſeate, but with which you muſt forcibly be doſed ;— 
I have glanced over the will, and find I have the power. | 
Widow. Let me go, goblin!— Vou are a hideous per- | 
ſon, and I hate the fight of you! Your breaſt is flint 
Flint! Unfeeling Gorgon, and I abominate you! 
. | Exit into an inner chamber. 
Sophia. Nah, you are a kind, good, crofs old ſoul ; 
and I am fure you will forgive my poor ma'! We ought 
all to forget and forgive! Ought not we, Mr. Dornton ? 
Harry. (With rapture, and looking to his father Do you 
hear her, Sir? | 
Doraton. Harry has told me of your innocent, pots 
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and unſuſpecting heart—T love you for having called me 
an ugly monſter! | 225 
s Sophia. {To Harry) La, Mr. Dornton, how could 
5 W ak 
Sully. Harry Give me your hand Yow have a ge- 
nerous and a noble nature! But your generoſity would 
have proved more pernicious than even your diſſipat ion. 
No misfortunes, no not the beggary and ruin of a father, 
could juſtify ſo unprincipled a marriage! - 

Dornton. And now {To Mr, Sulky) my friend! 

Milford. My father! 


Ly Harry. My —-! | 


Sully. Whoo! If you with to get another word from me 
r bave done. (Turning to Silky) I hate fawning 
Silty. Ah, Mr. Sulky, you will have your humour, 

Sulty. The undiſcriminating generofity of this young 
man ho orted you in your day of diſtreſs ; for which, 
ſerpent-like, you turned to ſting your preſerver. 

2 Ah, you will have your humour. | 
Sulky, Yes; and it is my humour to ſee that your vil- 
hny ſhall be expoſed in its true colours. Hypocriſy, 
falſehood, and fraud, are your familiars. To ſcreen your 
avarice, you made it believed that this gentleman had been 
the cauſe of lodging the detainders, and had done the dirty 
work of which even you were aſhamed. But the creditors 
ſhall receive their full demand, | | 
Dornton. The propoſal is juſt, Liſten to that worthy 


man; and, if you can, be honeſt with a good grace. 


Every thing will then be readily adjufted, and I hope to 
the ſatisfaction of all parties. Excunt omnes. 


EPILOGUE, | 


| "offs | 2 4 
EPILOGUE. 
SPOKEN BY MRS. MArrocks. 5 


Mr ſcenic faulin and fallies laid afide; | 
No w1rdow now, nor diſappointed bride, 
My own 2 ſelf Jonce again reſume ; 
Sent by the author here, to-knoxw his doom. 
Would you condemn him ? Do, ith all my heart. 
To own the truth, I don't half like my part: |; 
Through five long afts the butt of ridicule, e 
A hard unjeeling heart, a flirt, a fool, | 
My daughter*s tyrant and my lover's tool, 
1 hoped the bitter pill he'd overcome, 
By making up an epilogue fugar-plum. 
But no — Madam, ſaid he, take my advice, 
And conquer feelings which are much too nice: 
Fear not to hold ih mirror up to vice. 

e, doo paint human characters, muſt ſbecu them 
Such as they are; or nobody would know them. 
— But, Sir, the ſex ! Awoman!—FPery true: 
Pm forry ſo many ſat for me, while I drew. 
—Sure! Really, Sir—! Nay, don't be angry, Madam: 
Both ate the apple, Eve as well as Adam. 
And, while through thick and thin the paſſions goad, 
Nor Eve nor Adam flay to pick their road. | 
And, as for epilogue, Lil not deſcend 
Bad play by worſe bufſoonery to mend. 
— Mifter, ſaid I, you are too wiſe by half; 
Folks don't come here to learn, they come to laugh : 
And, if they chooſe like Hottentots their meat, 
You muft provide them <vhat they pleaſe to eat. 
Lord, Sir] The beauties of proportion never pleaſe 
Such as delight in frippery and frieze ! 
Do ave not ſee, by man of travell'd tafle 
In open hall on riſing pillar plac's 
G Fon or Sphinx th inſulted eye before, 
While Plato's buſt lands hid behind the door? 


| But 
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But good advice I find is thrown away! 
—Yes, good advice is like a rainy day; 
Which, though it make our barns and coffers full, 
IL. often ſplenetic, and always dull, 
Our common cauſe, then, let us fairly truſt 
With thoſe wwho are to ſenſe and nature juſt, 
(To the audience.) 
The richeſt ſoil, and moſt invig*rate ſeed, 
Will here and there infeſted be with weed: 
The gaudy poppy rears its broad bull bead 
Among the wheat, ſomnif *rous dexus to ſhed: 
Then, where rank couch. graſs, fern, or tares are found, 
*Tis yours to hand-weed, bor/e-hoe, clear, and till be 
ground, 


FINIS. 


EPILOGUE. 


But good advice I find is thrown away! 
Les, good advice is like a rainy day; g 
Which, though it make our barns and coffers full, 
Ts often ſplenetic, and always dull, 
Our common cauſe, then, let us fairly truſt 
With thoſe wwho are to ſenſe and nature juſt, 
(To the audience.) 
The richeſt ſoil, and mofl invig*rate ſeed, 
Will here and there infeſted be with weed : 
The gaudy poppy rears its broad bull head _ 
Among the wheat, ſomnif *rous dews to ſhed: 
Then, <vhere rank couch-graſs, fern, or tares are found, 
*Tis yours to hand-weed, bor/e-hoe, clear, and till the 


